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T  O 

My  Merry  FRIEND, 

AND 

Brother  Comedian 
Mr.  James  Spill  e  r. 

Dear  Jemmy, 

"A  /FY  Choice  of  you  for  a  Pa- 

•         tron,  will  acquit  me  of  thofe  - 
deteftable  Characters  which  moll: 
of  our  modern  Authors  are  ob- 
noxious to?   from  their  fulfome 
A  2  De^ 


The  Dedication. 
Dedications  •  I  mean  a  Mercena- 
ry, and  a  Flatterer.  My  prefixing 
your  Name  to  thefe  Sheets  will 
clear  me  of  the  Former,  and 
there  is  no  Fear  of  incurring  the 
Scandal  of  the'  Latter,  fince  the 
greateft  Encomiums  which  my 
humble  Pen  could  draw  out,  come 
far  fhort  of  your  juft  Praife.  I 
could  expatiate  on  your  many  ex- 
cellent Virtues,  your  Chaftity,  your 
Temperance,  your  Generality,  your 
exemplary  Piety,  and  your  judici- 
ous and  fafliionable  Management 
in  your  Conjugal  Affairs  :  But 
fince  I  am  fo  well  acquainted  with 
your  Averfion  to  Reading,  I  fhali 
content  myfelf  with  acknowledg- 
es 

•  i 


The.  dedication. 
ing  the  many  Obligations  I  have 
to  you,  particularly  for  your  good 
Performance  in  this  Farce,  efpe- 
cially  in  your  laft  Part;  I  mean 
that  of  Padwcll ;  in  which  you 
was  a  fhini ng  Ornament  to  the 
Scene  of  Newgate:  And  you  muft 
not  think  I  flatter  you,  when  I 
tell  you,  you  have  a  natural  Im- 
pudence proper  to  the  Character, 
and  became  your  Fetters  as  well 
as  any,  who  ever  wore  them. 
And  I  am  forry  I  could  not  with- 
out giving  Offence  to  the  Cri- 
ticks,  and  deviating  too  far  from 
the  Rules  of  Comedy,  bring  you 
to  Tyburn^  for  the  better  Diver- 
fion  of  the  Audience;  but  I  hope 

you 


The  Dedication. 
you  are  fatisfy'd  with  my  good 
Wifhes,  and  will  give  me  leave 
to  fubferibe  myfelf, 

Your  Obliged 

Humble  Servant, 

Cbriflopher  Bullock. 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written  by  Mr.  Theobald, 

AND 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Keen. 

7  AT  vain  have  Prologues,  in  keen  Satyr  writ, 

Pretended  to  reform  the  jfubborn  Pit  $ 
In  vain  have  Others penned  in  humbler  Strain, 
With  artful  Flatfry  fought  your  Smiles  to  gain  : 
Too  late  we  find,  no  lafoing  'Cenfure  awes, 
Nor  fervile  Crouching s  can  command  Applaufe  ; 
tVhat  then  remains  for  Poet,  or  Player,  to  do, 
When  'tis  in  vain  to  Threaten,  or  to  Sue  ? 
Grant,  our  Defer t  no  Dues  of  Praife  demands, 
Or  on  its  arrogant  Pretenjions  ftands  5        ( Hands.. 
TV  Attempt  to  plea fe  fioould  find  feme  Favour  at  your 
Perhaps,  with  Eafe,  we  might  one  Method  ufe  5 
But  what  we  think  Unjuft,  we  muff  refufe. 
Faffien  too  long  has  ftrove  fengrofs  the  Stage, 
Jnd  make  it  chime  with  a  Degenerate  Age. 
The  Ancient  Bards,  whofe  Heads  the  Bays  did  crown 
E're  Modern  Karnes  or    rinciples  were  known, 
Mourn  that  their  honeft-meaning  Lines  Jhould  raife 
A  Clap  from  Party  >  not  from  real  Praife. 


PROLOGUE. 


In  Kindnejs  your  forced  Applications  fpare, 
Nor  wreft  them  to  Conceits,  they  cannot  bear. 
TF  injurious  Cuftom  dees  each  Bard  difgrace. 
Gives  him  a  Mask,  and  hides  his  genuine  Face. 
At  this  rate,  might  our  youthful  Author  fear, 
His  guiltlefs  Vtraife  fiould  ftrain'd  Conftruttimi  wear  j 
Becaufe  the  Farce,  which  he  prefents  to  Nighty 
He  did  upon  an  old  Foundation  write ; 
But  his  fole  Aim,  is  to  divert  your  Spleens 
filth  Follies  of  low  Life,  ~and  fportive  Scenes  f 
Where,  if  there's  Humour,  you  11  forgive  him  Senfe ; 
Andy  ftead  of  laboured  Lines,  with  homely  Mirth  dif 

(fpenfc* 


EPILOGUE, 


Spoken  by  Mother  Griffin,  the  Bawd. 

AS  oft  you've  known,  when  Tragic  Scenes  were  ended % 
Some  beauteous  Nymph  has  from  the  Grave  afi  ended y 
*Vith  Epilogue  of  Smut  to  recompence 
The  want  of  Paffion,  Humour,  IVtt  and  Senfe  j 
So  1,  from  Nrwgatc  Cloyfters  juft  fet  free% 
Am  fent  our  Bays'j  Advocate  to  be. 
9utj  let  me  die  —  Pve  been  fo  feared  of  late9 
Tfith  Apprebenfions  of  a  hanging  Fate  5 
That  Vm  in  better  Cue  to  entertain,  7 
rn  Tragic  Airs,  the  folemn  Paul  Lorain,  S 
Than  greet  an  Audience  in  a  merry  Strain.  \ 
Then  Bnjtnefs  is  fir  dull  ^  as  Heaven  /hall  hear  me> 
r've  not  one  Ounce  of  Comfort  left  to  cheer  me  $ 
That  damned  Hide-Park  has  half  undo?ie  our  Tradey 
And  robbed  our  Houfe  of  many  a  vigorous  Blade, 
lurfe  on't  !  all  now  that  comes  to  pay  my  Rent  is, 
prom  fcribling  Lawyer's  Clerks,  and  City  '  Prentice  j 
The  fwagg'rfng  Touths,  Shop  jhut,  and  Office  done-, 
rVtll  now  and  then  come  down  a  merry  Crown. 
3ut  where's  the  Purchafe  of  fuch  fniv'ling  Ninnies  ? 
rive  me  the  full-pay  Culls  f  that  bring  their  Guineas  : 
rhen  we  can  treat,  (what  need  I  care  who  know  it?) 
Urne  Jlrong-bactfd  Paftor,  or  fime  favourite  Poet. 
%ut  now  I  talk  of  Poets,  pray  you  fpare 
Jur  this  Nights  Stripling,  and  ' his  Virgin  TVare  y 
And  to  requite  the  Favour,  you  foall  find 
Choice  Girls  with  me  —  and  Mother  Griffin  kind. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


MEN. 


Mr.  Thinkwell,  Father  to  Celt  a  7 


and  Uncle  to  Miranda, 
Freeman,  in  Lore  with  Celt  a, 
Bevil,  in  Lore  with  Corinna, 
Mixum,  a  Vintner, 
Vizard^  a  notorious  Cheat, 
Tim,  Servant  to  Bevil, 
Solomon,  a  Barber's  Boy, 
Padwell,  *\ 

Harry,     (  Fe]ons  under  Con- 

tZ:  (  dcmnation' 

A  Fidler>J 


Mr.  Bullock,  len. 

Mr.  Husbands. 
Mr.  Thurmond. 
Mr.  Pack. 
Mr.  C.  Bulloch 
Mr.  ty///*r. 

Mr.  Spiller. 
Mr.  /fW. 
Mr.  Rogers. 
Mr.  Ogden. 
Mr.  jffi  Bullock. 


WOMEN.  : 


CW/tf,  in  Love  with  Freeman, 
Miranda,  in  Lore  with  5^/7, 
Corinna  a  Jilt,  md  formerly 

Miftrefs  to  I  eeman, 
Mother  Griffin,  ~n  old  Bawd, 
Mrs.  Mixum. 


Mrs.  Vincent. 
Mrs.  Spiller. 

^    Mrs.  Thurmond. 

Mrs.  G>/#*. 
Mrs. 


SCENE,  Cwent-Garden. 


Woman's  Revenge: 

O  R,  A 

Match  in  Newgate. 


ACT   L     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Frcemaa,  and  Mixum  tie  Vintner. 
FREEMAN. 

O  W  now,  Rohm  Mixum  !  What  makes  thee  in 
this  Confufion  }  What's  the  Matter? 

Mixum,  O,  Sir,  the  moil  villainous  Piece  of  Ro^ 
guery,  —  not  of  my  own,  Sir,  —  bur  that  Rogue 
of  all  Rogues,  rtzxrd's  committing:  FJ]  tell  you, 
Sir,  how  it  was  i  that  Villain,  VizarJ,  who  has 
more  Tricks  than  a  Jefuir,  and  wou'd  make  an  Afs  of  the  Devil, 
came  to  my  Houfe  one  Night,  and  with  a  Woman,  whom  he 
told  me  he  had  married,  and  that  fhc  was  a  great  Fortune}  up- 
on which  I  grew  extremely  civil  :  He  order'd  the  Cloth  to  be 
laid  j  which  was  done  while  you  cou'd  whiftle,  and  befpoke  a 
Supper,  which  was  upon  the  Table  in  a  Trice;  Hegave  me  a  Bill 
twenty  Pounds,  and  defiredthe  Money  of  mej  theGoldfmith 
iving  too  far  to  fend  to  at  that  Time,  I  willingly  gave  him  the 

Money, 
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Money,  teak  his  Bill,  and  withdrew:  Then  enters  a  blind  Hat 
per,  and  cries,  Do  you  lack  any  Muiick?  He  cries,  pay ;  th 
Harper  uncafes,  the  Drawer  is  nodded  out,  who  obeys,  believ 
ing  he  wou\i  be  private  with  the  Gentlewoman*  and  'tis  Sam 
Part,  you  know,  Sir,  to  wnk  at  fuch  Things. 
Tree.  Right,  and  civil. 

Mix.  Weil,  Sir,  having  eat  the  Supper,  and  perceiving  nor, 
in  the  Room  but  the  blind  Harper,  whofe  Eyes  Heaven  had  fht 
from  beholding  Wickednefs,  opens  the  Cafement  to  the  S  ree 
very  patiently  packs  up  my  Plate,  naturally  thrufts  the  Woma 
out  of  the  Window,  andhimlelf,  with  the  m oft  acute  Dexterity 
leaps  after  her  :  The  blind  Harper  plays  on,  bids  the  empty  Dime 
much  good  may  do  them,  and  plays  on  ftill;  the  Drawer  return 
cries,  D'ye  call,  Sir  ?  But  out,  alas,  the  Birds  were  flown,  Si; 
flown  5  Laments  were  rais'J.  ■■  -  ■ 

Frr<\  Which  did  not  pierce  the  Heavens. 

Mix,  Sam  cries  out,  my  Wife,  in  the  Bar,  hears  the  Noifi 
(he  bawls  out:  I  heard  her,  and  thundred  ;  the  Boys  flew  life 
Lightning,  and  all  was  in  Confuiion ;  my  Plate  being  gone,  ar 
the  Thief  after  it,  I  bethought  me  of  my  Bill,  ran  with  all  Spet 
to  theGoldlmith's  to  receive  my  -Money ;  but  out  alas,  m 
Bill  prov'd  forg'd :  I  was  feifc'd,  Vizard  run  away,  my  Wot 
wouM  not  be  taken,  I  was  found  guilty  of  Forgery,  loft  my  R< 
puration,  and  in  the  Pillory  for  being  cheated. 

Free.  Was  it  impoflible  to  find  him? 

Mix.  Sir,  he  walks  inviiible  j  you  might  as  foon  find  Trui 
in  a  Gamefter,  Sincerity  in  a  Lawyer,  or  Honour  in  a  Poet  j  1 
changes  his  Drefs  and  his  Lodgings,  as  often  as  a  Whore  do 
her  Name  and  her  Lover  ;  Til  e'en  go  home,  and  comfort  m 
felf  and  my  Wife ;  and  for  that  Rogue  Vizard^  I  hope  I  fhall  lr 
to  fee  him  hang'd  in  Hemp  of  his  own  beating,  [Ex 

Free.  This  is  a  moft  exemplary  Piece  of  Jqftice:  This  Vin 
ner  I  know  to  be  a  Knave,  one  that  has  Cunning  enough  to  che 
all  that  put  Faith  in  him,  and  Wit  enough  to  avoid  the  Punif 
ment  of  his  own  Crimes,  but  by  the  Malignity  of  Fortune, 
ever  fuffering  for  other  Men's  Roguery*  Ha,  here  comes  t 
ambo-dextcrous  Knave:  So,  Mr  Vizard,  [Enttr  Visard  J  y< 
are  in  great  Hafte,  upon  a  hot  Scent,  I  find,  in  Queft  of  yo 
Prey  $  What  Darling  of  Fortune  are  you  going  to  run  down  f 

Viz.  Fie,  Mr,  Freeman,  you  (hou'd  not  judge  fo  haid  of 
poor  Man.  > 

Vr 
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Trre,  The  AtfCufatiori  of  Fo  n  Mtxum  the  Vintner,  con- 
cerning the  tb'g'a  Billj  will  give  your  Acquaintance  a  juft 
Caufe  todifturft  your  Morals. 

Viz,.  Sir,  there  is  not  a  greater  Rogue  ic  the  whole  Com- 
pany of  Vintners. 

Free.  The  World,  T  believe,  is  pretty  well  apprifed  of  h's 
Honefty;  but  his  being  a  Knave,  is  no  Proot  of  your  In- 
nocence; you  fhou'd  have  app'ear'd  in  Court,  and  difprov'd 
his  fcandalous  Accufation. 

Viz.  Villainy,  Sir,  is  ever  mod  fertile  in  Invention,  while 
Innocence  often  fufters,  and  by  Surprife  is  made  uncapableof 
Defence:  The  Rogue  knew  very  well  I  did  not  dare  to  con- 
front him  in  Court,  by  reafon  he  had  a  fwinging  Action  out 
againft  me  ;  lb  he  took  the  Advantage  of  my  Misfortune,  to 
vindicate  his  Reputation,  by  the  Afperfion  of  mine:  The 
Villain  deprives  me  of  my  Livelihood,  by  unjuftiy  pof!e£. 
(ing  an  Eihte  of  two  hundred  Pounds  per  Amum^  that  my 
Father  mortgag'd  to  him  for  a  thoufand  Pounds,  which  he 
fpent  again,  in  his  Houfe,  and  had  nothing  for  it  but  bad 
V  ine  and  grofs  Flattery,  and  now  he  wou'd  rob  me  of  my 
good  Character. 

Free.  Which  you  have  been  a  Stranger  to  thefe  twelve 
Months.  — Come,  come,  your  fcandalous  Practices,  )our 
Cheats  and  Tricks  are  pretty  well  known ;  confider,  you  have 
but  few  Friends,  little  Reputation,  and  lefs  Money j  and  if 
you  flou'd  be  taken  hold  on.  by  the  Law,  and  convicted, 
you'd  hardly  efcape  its  Punifhment. 

Viz.  That's  owing  to  the  Corruption  of  the  Age:  For  as 
you  feem  to  intimate,  few  Men,  indeed,  fuffer  for  Difhonelly, 
but  tor  Poverty,  many:  The greateft  Part  ot  Mankind  being 
Rogues  within,  or  without  the  Lav/,  fo  that  little  Thieves  are 
hang'd  for  the  Security  cf  great  ones.  Take  my  Word  Sir, 
there  are  greater  Rogues  ride  in  their  own  Coaches,  than  sny 
that  walk  on  Foot}  a  poor  Fellow  mall  be  hang'd  for  Steal- 
ing to  fupport  Lite,  while  many  folcmn  Villains,  with  fii- 
perciiiious  Faces,  and  bruuYd  Beavers,  that  plunder  whole 
Famines,  are  complimented  with  the  Title  of  Right  W  or- 
ihipful. 

Free.  I  wonder  that  3  Man  of  your  Understanding,  tndene 
tint  has  run  thro*  lo  good  a  Fortune,  can  be  contented  w  ith 
aLivelihood,  got  by  luch  icandalous  Practices  >  'tis  a  Lii- 
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grace  both  to  your  Birth  and  Education:  Have  you  no  Friend 
that  

Viz.  When  I  had  Money,  I  had  many  Poflfe (Tors;  but  Nc- 
ceflity  is  the  Touchftone  of  Friends.  1  have  leam'd,  Sir,  at 
a  fevere  Expe  ce,  that  Frcindflup  is  but  a  Shadow  that  at- 
tends the  Sunfhine  of  our  Profperity,  that  once  o're  clouded, 
with  adverfe  Fortune,  the  other  ftrait  becomes  invitible 

Free.  I  am  too  well  ^fliir'd  of  your  Misfortune  in  that  Re- 
fpe£l,  but  endeavour  to  maintain  a  good  Reputation,  and  you 
fiand  fair  for  Preferment;  you  are  very  wei)  qualify'd  for  a 
Place,  and  have  Merit  enough  to  countenauce  your  Prttcnfions. 

Viz*  Sir,  with  fubmiflion,  I  find  you  have  iiudicd  Books 
more  than  Men,  you  know  what  friou^  give  a  Man  a  Pre- 
tention to  prefer  himfelf5  but  areignoran-  in  what  does,  alas, 
Sir,  the  antient  Theory  of  Virtue  is  quite  revers'd,  and  he 
that  has  the  moll:  Money  i$  now  the  worchieft  Man:  Every 
Thing  is  to  be  fold;  both  ends  of  the  Town  are  become 
Markets,  and  Confciences  rife,  and  fall,  at  Weftminjler,  as 
Stocks  do  in  Exchange- Alley 

Free.  You  are  very  Satyrical,  but  I  have  made  an  Obfer- 
vation,  that  the  greateft  Knaves  are  the  moft  fevere  Judges; 
they  view  all  Mankind  in  the  falfe  mirror  of  their  own 
Actions  $  and  when  they  can't  defend  their  Villains,  think  to 
cxtrenuate  them  by  pleading  the  Example  of  their  Betters. 

Viz.  You  miftake  me,  Sir,  I  am  of  a  contrary  Opinion, 
for  if  Example  cou'd  juftify  Actions,  there  cou'd  be  no 
Thieves;  Pofieflion  wou'd  then  be  the  only  Right;  Chil- 
dren might  turn  their  Fathers  out  of  Doorc,  Subjects  call 
their  Sovereigns  to  Account,  Ufurpers  plead  a  Right  Divine, 
and  the  greateft  Villainies  wou'd  become  lawful^  I  cou'd  fay 
more,  Sir,  but  great  Mm's  Vices  muff,  be  facred  —  where 
Scandalum  Magnatum  is  punifrYd  with  fuch  Severity,  and 
Money  is  an  Argument  to  prove  Bfack  White,  poor  Men  dare 
not  fpeak  the  Truth  of  their  Betters:  In  this  Age  there  are 
more  Funera'-Sermons,  than  Satyrs. 

Free.  I  ean't  fay  but  in  fome  Meafure  your  Obfervation 
is  juft,  few  Men  having  the  Senfe  to  bear  honell  Sityre  as 
they  ought. 

Viz.  Sir,  give  me  to  leave  to  recommend  this  fmallTreatife 
to  your  Perufal,  'tis  call'd,  Beware  of  a  Knave}  ''tis  a  true 
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Defcription  of  Mankind,  written  originally  In  Spanijh, 
by  an  excellent  Malter,  in  the  thriving  Art  of  Chicane. 

(  Give j  him  a  Book. 
Tree.  Whatlhou'd  I  do  with  it?  Thank'ft  thou  T  am  fo 
bafe  to  ftudy  fuch  vile  Arts,  or  fo  indigent  to  pra&ice  'em. 

Viz.  I  mean  no  Reflection  on  your  Honour  of  Fortune; 
but  in  rhefe  couzening  Times,  'tis  more  neceiTary  to  ftudy 
other  Men,  than  ourfelves;  and  'tis  proper  to  know  faife 
Dice,  tho'  a  Man  fcorna  to  make  ufe  of  them ;  Ay,  Sir, 
there's  many  a  Man,  perhaps  that  you  think  honefter  than 
my  felt,  wou'd,  if  Opportunity  ferv'd,  look  in  your  Face, 
and  pick  your  Pocket.  —  Time  and  Experience  will  con- 
firm you  in  Truth  of  what  I  fay:  [  Picks  his  Pocket*]  The 
Age  ts  quite  alter'd,  Intereft  is  now  the  Standard  of  moft 
Men's  A&ions,  and  every  Thing  accounted  Vertuous  that 
promotes  it;  a  Man's  Profperity  is  now  the  only  Mark  of 
his  W  ifdom  and  Hontfty,  while  ill  Fortune  and  poor  Cloaths, 
make  a  Man  lufpe&ed  for  a  Fool,  or  a  Rogue:  Befides,  Sir, 
for  a  Man  to  aim  at  Preferment,  with  nothing  but  a  good 
Reputation,  wou'd  be  as  fruitlefs  as  to  fue  for  an  Eftate  in 
Forrra  Pauperis ;  Merit,  Sir,  gives  a  Man  ro  Title  to  Ad- 
vancement; Preferment,  Sir,  like  a  Common- Whore,  was 
ever  courted  with  Prefcnts. 

Free.  I  wifh  it  were  ctberwife,  however,  the  worft 

of  Times  can't  make  an  Impreftion  on  true  Vertue,  for  that's 
a  Rock,  that  ftands  immoveable  in  the  moft  violent  Storms 
of  Fortune :  —  There's  fomewhat  for  you,  and  all  I  have 
about  me  Faith,  at  prefent;  Be  honeft,  and  I  (hall  be  proud 
to  ferve  you.  [  Exit. 

Viz.  A  Civil  Fellow  Faith  ;  I  pickt  his  Pocket,  and  hege- 
neroufly  rewarded  my  ingenuity :  —  Be  honeft,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
X  thank  you,  Sir,  I  love  no  fuch  ftarving  Vertue:  I  fhou'd 
be  proud  to  ferve  you  /  No  I  delpife  a  Life  dependant  on 
others  Courtcfy ;  There  are  Fools  enough  in  the  World  for 
witty  Men  to  ftrike  their  Fortunes  out  of,  and  he  only  de- 
ferves  to  live,  that  has  an  Art,  to  extract  Gold  out  of  Lead. 

{Exit. 

Scene  changes.    Enter  Tom. 

Tom.  The  Devil  take  this  Woman,  I  fay,  for  thus  tranf. 
forming  my  Mafter :  For  a  Mm  of  Senfe  to  fall  in  love  with 
B  z  a  Pro- 
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a  Proftitute;  one  that  he  knows  is  common  too,  is  fueft  » 

Madnefs/  If  he  thought  foe  were  vertuous  it  werefome  Excufe 
for  his  Folly  :  Sure  never  Man  was  fo  altei'd  ;  he  has  nor  been 
in  Brd  all  Night,  but  lies  where  I  left  him  eight  Hours  fincc 
itretch'd  out  upon  a  Couch,  but  the  Devil  a  wink  that  he  fleept 
—  nor  isheawjke,  but  lies  like  a  Man  in  a  Trance,  between 
both:  If  I  go  into  him,  he  falls  a  Swearing,  if  I  go  from 
Jiim,  he  falls  a  Singings  for  my  Part  I  can't  tell  whether  he 
is  in  Fain,  or  Pleaiure  —  od-fo,  he's  mov'd  at  laft» 

Enter  Eevil. 

"Rev.  Why  are  Proftitufes  held  fuch  odious  Things?  CV- 
r/Ws  beautiful  as  the  nioft  Chafte :  Can  Cuftcm  fpoil  what 
iN'ature  made  fo  good  ?  If  fo,  the  Beafts,  and  Birds,  are  hap* 
pier  far  than  Man,  in  whom  an  in- horn  Heat  is  held  no  Sin  j. 
Cuftom  makes  them  not  biufh,  nor  Shame  reftrains,  or  curbs, 
their  generous  Pafijons:  How  valliy  then  do  they  tranlcend 
pocr  wretched  fan,  whom  National  Cuftom,  the  Tyran- 
ous  Refpedl  of  flavifh  Order,  fetters  5  calling  that  Sin  in  us, 
which  in  all  elfe  is  higheft  Vertue. 

Tom.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Thing,  that  a  Man  fhou'd  be  blind 

with  his  Eves  wide  open,  Sir,  pray  hear  me  a  little, 

and  don't  let  your  P  iTjcn  over-come  your  Reafon;  'tis  want 
of  Philofophy  makes  Men  fali  in  Love,  but  fure  nothing  lefs 
than  want  of  common  Senfe  ccu'd  fuffer  a  Man  to  grow  paf- 
fionately  fond  of  a  Whore,  as  you,  Sir,  know  Corinnei  is  j 
that  (lie  has  been  kept  by  your  intimate  Friend,  Mr.  Tree- 
man,  and  now  left  and  defpis'd  by  him. 

Bev.  Impudent  Scoundrel,  dare  you  ofTer  your  A  'vice  ? 

Tom  Sir,  I  am  your  poor  Servant,  and  you  may  call  my 
Love  what  you  pleaJe  $  but  I  muft  be  your  Friend,  and  wiJl 
fce  your  Friend;  I  can't  be  dumb,  and  fuffer  yon  to  run  head- 
long into  your  own  Ruin,  (tor  nothing  is  more  certain,  if 
you  iudulgethis  dangerous  Pafiion,  for  fucb  a  vile  Woman) 
read  ycur  Hiftories,  ftudy  your  Phiofor  hers,  examine  your 
Poets,  you  (hall  fee  how  full  their  Writings  are  of  the  wick- 
ed Examples  of  Lewd- Women:  Confult  with  Seneca,  hearken 
to  Artflotle,  they'll  inform  you  of  their  Tricks,  their  Bafe- 
nefs,  their  Wanfonnefs,  their  Tears,  their  Treachery,  their 
Ingratitude,  their  Impudence,  their  Inconftancy,  their  Swear- 
ing. 
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ing,  and  Forfwearing,  thsir  Turnings  and  Winding?,  and  all 
their  Deceits:  Oh,  Sir,  Women  are  the  moft  giddy  uncer- 
tain Motions  under  Heaven,  and  he  is  the  happieft  that  has 
the  leaif  to  do  with  'em. 

B?v*  How  cam'ft  thou  by  all  this  Phllofophy  ? 

Tom.  Sir,  ail  is  not  white  that  differs  from  black,  nor  is 
all  Gold  that  gliders;  I  lay  have  a  care  of  this  Woman,  and 
indeed  of  all  Women  ;  they  do  Things  too  hard  for  any  Man 
to  uoderthnd;  they'll  give  you  Caufe  to  love  'em  To-day, 
and  Reafon  to  hate  'em  To-morrow ;  they'll  like  this  Minute, 
and  hate  y^u  r*.e  next;  theyM  pleafe  you  in  private-,  and 
torment  you  in  publick :  They'll  draw  you  fecretly  in  ac 
their  Windows,  and  rail  at  you  openly  in  the  Streets;  they 
are  quickly  won,  and  quickly  loft  ;  Toon  pleas'd^  and  as  foou 
diTpleas'd;  thev'Ji  invire  you  to 'em,  and  bid  you  begone  > 
call  you,  and  yet  exclude  you;  they'll  give  you  Road-meat, 
and  beat  you  with  the  Spit. 

Bev.  I  know  not,  by  what  ftrange  fate  I  am  hurried,  but 
I  maii  enjoy  her,  let  whatever  Inconveniences  attend  ir. 

[£**r. 

Tom.  What  fquint-ey'd  Star  is  it,  that  has  rob'd  my  M> 
fler  of  his  Wits  ?  O  Cupid  how  unfearchable  are  thy  Mi- 
series? Now  rrny  my  Gurfe  go  with  her;  may  (he  live? 
to  grow  blind  with  Deiire,  ienfelefs  with  Ufe,  defpis'd  after, 
fiatter'd  before,  hated  always,  trufted  never,  abhorr'd  ever, 
—and  Laftly,  may  (he  live  to  wear  a  foul  Smock  feven  Week* 
together,  Heaven  I  befeech  thee. 

Scene  Changes.    Enter  Mother  Griffin,  and  Corinna. 

M.  Griff.  Nay,  good,  fwect,  honey  Daughter,  do  not 
indulge  my  Pailion  thus;  You  hear  Freeman  is  to  be  mar- 
ried, true;  he  has  abus'd  you,  right;  he  has  caft  you  or7, 
ay,  he  will  leave  you  to  the  World,  what  then?  Tho'Bieu, 
2nd  White,  Black  and  Green  leav«  you,  may  not  Red,  and 
Yellow  entertain  you?  Is  there  but  one  Colour  in  the  Rain- 
bow ? 

Cor.  Ceafe  your  fentencious  Nonfenfe,  let  me  go  loofe  as 
the  Winds,  when  Mad,  when  raging  Mad;  'twas  you,  that 
firft  iedue'd  me;  Iwore  that  he  lov'd  me,  fhou'd  eternally, 
ajid  when  my  Vertue  had  rcfoiv'd  me  good,  you  befieg'd  it 
£  3  round 
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round  with  Tales  of  Freeman,  repeated  all  his  Charms  fo- 
often  o're,  my  Heart  began  to  yield,  and  Vertue  fade  like 
Flowers  with  too  much  Heat,  which  when  you  faw,  told 
him  my  Strength,  and  how  he  beft  mi^ht  Conquer  ;  and 
he,  oh,  lovely  Tyrant  /  f  und  it  true,  and  never  ceas'd  'till 
he  had  vanquifiYd  all:  Leave  me  thou  Witch,  that  haft  brought 
my  Soul  and  Body  all  to  nothing: 

M.  Gr-jf.  How  can  you  have  the  Confcience  to  belye  my 
Ifiduftry  thus?  To  nothing./  Til  be  fworn  I  have  brought 
;ycu  to  all  the  Things  I  could,  1  have  made  as  much  of  you, 
as  a  Woman  of  any  Confcience  cou'd  do,  1  heip'd  yo  to  no 
HI  Chapman,  Miftrefs,  none  of  your  fwaggering  Subs,  that 
Sin  gratis,  that  compound  with  Glafs- Windows  f8t  Venery, 
and  bully  a  Woman  into  Compliance >  or  Lawyers  Clarks, 
^our  pitiful  Half-Crown  Sinners ,  but  worthy  Citizens,  fuch 
as  were  able  to  pay  well  for  their  Paftirne. 

Cor.  I'll  be  Reveng'd,  nothing  but  dire  Revenue  fhall  fa- 
tiate  my  Rage;  methinks  I  am  infpir'd  with  manly  Strength* 
a  bloody  Courage  Avells  my  riling  Heart,  and  I  fhall  a&  ibme 
wond'rous  Mifchief :  And  yet  fee  him" Bleed,  he  that  has  fworn 
fo  many  tender  Things,  and  breath'd  'em  all  on  kiffes  on  my 
Bofom  j  but  now  all  thofe,  and  Thcufands  new  invented,  he 
pays  another  Miftrefs, —  I  die, and  cannot  bear  that  Thought: 
VJhv  did'ft  thou/  Tell  me,  why  did'ft:  thoupraife  this  Mon* 
&;r? 

M.  (Jrif.  I  did  praife  him,  I  confefs  I  did  praifc  him;  I 
faid  he  wasaFoo!,  an  Unthirft,  a  true  Wbore-mafter,  a  con- 
fiantDnb-keeper ;  but  what,  the  Wind  is  turn'd,  the  Fellow 
is  grown  toiler  on  afuddain:  But  what,  will  not  his  Friend 
J&evil  go  down  with  you,  he  is  a  wealthy  Fellow,  is  amoft: 
out  or  his  Wits,  for  Love  of  thee,  his  Purfe  will  never  be 
fhut  to  thee;  then  he's  fine  Gentleman,  and  Til  be  fworn  a 
ft; ong  one,  or  I  have  loft  my  Skill ;  he  has  a  Leg  like  a  Poft, 
a  Brow  like  a  Bull,  and  a  Nofe  of  moft  fair  Expectation  ? 

Or.  I  hate  Bevil  for  his  Friends-Jake,  and  cou'd  I  m ur- 
eter all  that  know  him,  my  Revenge  wou'd  do  it:  I  cannot 
live  wkhout  that  perjur'o  Freeman,  nor  fnall  he  live  long- to 
boaft  his  Infidelity:  I'll  have  his  Throat  cut  before  I  deep* 
if  poiTible :  Oh,  1  cou'd  curfe  the  happy  Ctlt^  whote  Charms 
have  robb'd  me  of  his  Heart* 


Enter 
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Enter  Bevil. 

Vsv.  What  clouded  in  Grief  my  fair  Corinia?  Tn  fifth  a 
Sorrow,  {at  the  Queen  or  Love  when  in  the  Woods  (he 
mourn'd  her  young  Adonis'*  Ueath,  and  from  her  Chrvftal-- 
droping-Eyes,  did  pay  a  Lovers  Ohfequy  :  Light  of  my  Soul, 
my  Heart  refined  part,  why  doll  thou  weep,  wny  like  dril- 
ling Rofrs  wade  diflblvibg  thus  thy  Beauties  to  a  Dew? 

Cor  Oh,  'tis  not  in  the  Power  of  Eloquence  to  eaie  my 
torfur'd  Heart  /  talk  »  ot  of  Love,  it  is  the  moft  hateful 
to  me;  I  can  no  more  give  Credit  to  your  deluding  Sex, 
whole  Pride  is  to  deceive, 

Rev.  "Condemn  not  all  our  Sex,  for  the  Inconlhncy  of  one : 
Indeed  I  cannot  play  the  Difiembler,  and  court  thy  Beauties 
like  one  whofe  Love  hangs  on  his  !oofe  Tongue: 

Cor.  Juft  fo  he  taik'd,  and  1  fond  Fool,  belie  v'd,  and  tiVd 
him  out  with  Love:  But  you  are  all  faife,  inconftant,  faith- 
lefs  Tyrants,  and  betrayers  even  in  that  very  Minute  that 
you  gain  us. 

Bev.  Come,  come,  you  mud  Content ;  this  Body  fure 
was  form'd  for  Love's  fweet  Exercife:  —  Oh/  how  (he 
fires  my  Soul/  {Embracing  her. 

M.  Grtf.  Ah,  ah,  ah,  cunning  Gipfy,  how  {he  works  him 
up  by  Degrees  i  wel!,  if  I  had  bred  her  from  my  own  Body, 
fhe  cou'd  not  have  been  more  like  me  5  fhe  has  her  Trade  to  a 
hair  I  iaith:  — -  Now  have  tbofe  little  impudent  black  Eyes 
of  her's,  ftar'd  him  out  of  his  Understanding:  —  Well,  'tis  a 
Irrange  Thing,  but  'tis  a  true  Thing,  that  Men  of  the  bed 
Understanding  are  the  caiieft  impos'd  on  by  our  Sex  ;  and 
Beauty,  ^  it,  or  good  Humour,  are  of  no  torce  againft  Ig- 
norance, from  which  I  d  aw  this  Paradox,  that  Fools  arc 
wife  Men,  in  the  Affairs  of  Women:  —  See,  fee,  how  prit« 
tiiy  flie  manages  kirn,  her  Eves  bid  him  come  on,  and  her 
Hands  keep  h  m  off;  the  beft  Way  in  the  World  to  (hut  up 
his  Understanding,  and  open  hisPurie. 

Cor.  This  Man,  whom  I  abhor,  through  all  my  Rage,  I 
(fee  basPailion  for  roc  ,  raife  it  ye  Powers,  till  it  become  fo 
high,  to  be  empioj'J  a  fatai  Instrument  in  my  Revenge 
V  [  djide.]  Nay,  pray  Sir,  leave  the  neglected 

Bev.  Can  Inch  a  3eaury  be  neglected  ?  Oh  /  happy,  hip- 
py Fresmar,,  who  uncouuoii'd  may  r*nge  ore  fuca  a  Fidd 
h  4  of 
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of  Love,  Turk  from  thy  balmy  Lips  Ambrofian  Sweets,  and 
flifle  in  the  (Vagrancy  of  Charms. 

M.  Griff.  Ay,  there  was  aRaprure  for  you;  that's  twenty 
Guineas  more  in  our  Way,  if  (he  is  Rhetorick  Proof,  and 
don't  eonfenf  too  foon ;  hut  thefe  fame  fugar  Words,  a  pize 
cm 'em,  have  a  ftrange  EfTe6r  uponYouth,  and  are  too  apt  to 
open  a  Woman's  Inclinations,;  if  fhe  be  not  well-grounded  in 
her  Vocation. 

Cor.  Oh,  my  poor  forfaken  Fleartf 

Mr.  ,  Griff.  Ay,  marry,  that  Sigh  was  artfully  flung  in ; 
that  moves  Pity,  and  Pity  is  the  Rpllows  of  Love,  which 
blows,  and  blows  the  Fire  up  by  Degrees ;  fee,  if  fhe  not 
made  it  Flame  out  of  his  Fyes  already? 

Bev.  Reason's  EfTorrs  are  vain,  I  am  my  Pafllon's  Slave, 
and  cannot  qu\r  this  fcornful  Woman:  Ala?,  Corinna,  why 
doft  thou  wafte  thofc  precious  Drops  in  Memory  of  a  falfe 
ungrateful  Man  ?  Sorrow  will  fade  rhe  rofy  Tinclure  in  thy 
Cheeks,  and  Waft  thy  fpringing  Beauties:  He  faw  thee  not 
who  left  thee,  fuch  Charms  could  not  befeen,  and  flighted  j 
tip-lift  thy  Eves,  and  fee  in  me,  a  Man  that  dotes  upon  thee » 
oh,  I  am  all  Faith,  all  Conftancy/ 

M.  Griff.  So,  now  hefbouldbegintodiffolvea  little,  there's 
an  Art,  in  all  Trades;  in  ours,  it  is  the  greateft  Part  to  know 
\^hen  to  come  en,  and  when  to  ftand  off  :  The  Man's  pa£ 
fion  "is  now  at  the  Top »  and  Things  cannot  long  ftand  at 
the  Top;  it  is  an  old  Obfervation  I  have  made,  that  when  the 
Pot  boils  over,  it  cools  itfelf:  Rut  then  the  Fat's  all  in  the 
Fire  —  Ay!  that  is  not  as  it  Oouyd  be- —  fhe  fhou'd  en« 
cou.age  him  a  little,  or  the  hot  Fit  will  be  over,  and  he 
degenerate  into  cool  Reafon  again. 

Cor,  Perfwade  me  not;  oh,  I  can  never  Love  again. 

Bev.  My  Love  grows  high,  and  rages  in  me  like  a  Storm  ; 
believe  my  Vows,  but  you  have  been  deceived  that  wav  al- 
ready: Therefore  thou  dear,  thou  lovelv  injured  fair  One, 
Credit  my  phin  Sincerity,  T  will  be  grateful  in  what  way 
you  plea/e,  take  me  to  your  Embraces. 

Cor.  And  do  you  take  me,  then  for  fuch  a  Creature,  that 
havenoSenfe,  but  Appetite,  the  brutal  Part  of  Love?  Iam- 
not  yet  aband^r'd  to  fuch  Wretchednefs. 

Bev.  Forgive  me,  who  too  haftily  run  o'er  what  ought 
to  have  been  faid  of  my  Pafiion,  and  came  too  ludcly  on  thcc 

wiftY 
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wifli't  for  Part,  kU  the   ffo£k  of  youthful  Ignorance,  of  hot 
Defre,  and  eager  to  be  Happy. 
Cor.  Think  on  the  S  n  : 

Bev.  'Tis  none,  but  a  vile  Impofition  on  the  Lnvof  Na- 
ture, contriv'd  by  cunning  avaricious  Fathers,  to  flop  the 
rapid  Tide  of  generous  Love,  and  tye  ic  down  to  foroid  In- 
tereft:  What  did  the  Creation  mean  aVVoman  for,  bu-.  Piea- 
fure?  And  Pleaiure  is  the  Lnd  of  all  we  eirher  do  or  wifh: 
Defire  is  a  Law,  fet  down  by  Nature's  Counfel,  and  noc  to 
be  difpured. 

M.  Griff.  A  marry,  there's  Logick!  there's  an  Argument 
to  encourage  Trading  in  our  Way:  Marry  if  I  had  not  left 
my  Pencil,  and  my  Book,  at  the  Meeting  laft  Sabbath-Day, 
1  would  have  taken  it  down  in  Short-hand. 

Cor.  Think  how  you'll  fufTer  in  your  Reputation. 

Bev.  No  Matter  the  Fools  of  Form  fliall  fay,  nothing  is 
bad,  or  good,  but  my  Opinion,  and  that  was  ever  blind,  or 
partial;  I  love  to  pleaie  myfelf,  and  not  the  World,  I  choofc 
not  with  others  Reafon,  but  my  own  Eyes  ;  the  point  out 
you,  as  my  fupremeft  good  :  Dull  Cuftom  I  defp\(cy  I'll 
follow  Nature's  Laws  5  Beauty  was  made  for  ufe,  it  gives 
Defire,  Defire  is  natural,  and  what  is  natural  cannot  be  a  Sin* 

M.  Griff.  An  excellent  Doctor  of  Fornication  I  Vow,  and 
argues  very  learnedly  for  us  Practice. 

Cor.  Well,  I  will  confent  — mall  I  ? 

Af.  Griff.  Ay  J  that's  prettily  a&ed,  to  the  Life,  the  Girl 
has  nickt  her  Cue. 

Cor.  Shall  1,  or  can  I  truft  again?  Oh,  Fool,  how  natu- 
ral'tis  for  Women  ro  Believe?  But  will  you  not  to  be  falfc, 
Wall  not  PoflefiTion  pall? 

Bev.  PofTellion  pa  l/  Oh,  no,  my  Love  mail  ftill Increafr, 
Pill  grow  upon  Enjoyment  i  upon  thy  Lips  I  fwear,  oy 
thi>,  and  this,  all  the  thrilling  Joys  to  come,  no  Time  fliall 
languifh  my  A  flection  or  Fruition  fctiate. 

M.  Griff  So.  fo,  the  Articles  a^e  Sign'd,  I'll  leave  'em  to 
fcxebang^  the  Preliminaries  by  themfelvcs.  [Exit, 

Cor.  Can  you  believe  this  Heart,  that  has  been  usMfo  ill 
already,  can  truft  on  feeble  Vows  ?  Will  you  he  bravely  Kind? 
And  as  a  Proof,  of  your  avow'd  Affection,  reiblve  to  do  a 
Deed,  would  fhake  a  Soul  that  is  not  filt  in  Love? 

Btv.  It  within  my  Power,  fuppofe  it  done. 

C$r. 
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Cor,  Yes,— —bur  'tis  no  Matter —  oh,  Bevil,  how  have 
ycu  ftol'n  into  mv  Heart,  —  indeed  1  do  not  love  Freeway 

Bev.  Then  I  am  Happy. 
Cor.  Nay,  I  do  hate  htm.- 
Bev.  You  make  me  Weft. 

Cor.  I  wifh  he  were  net  your  Friend,  for  I  hate  him,  by. 
this  Kris  I  do- 

Bev.  1  icve  to  feel  fuch  Oaths,  fwear  again. 
Cor.  Oh  Bevil,  I  have  made  a  Vow. 
Bev.  What  Vow,  my  Charmer? 

Cor.  [  dare  not  tell,  —  endeavour  to  forget  me,  as  I  muff 
to  forget  Mankind: 

Bev  Stay,      rack  me  not  thus  with  thy  unkind  Dela-yJ 

Cor.  As  long  as  Freeman  lives,  I  muft  not,  cannot,  dare 
not  Love. 

Bev.  Then  he  muft  die. 

Cor.  Wou'd  I  were  any  Thing,  fo  he  were  dead: 

Bev*  Will  you  be  mine  when  he  is  dead? 

Cor.  Will  1/  yes,  by  my  Hope  of  dear  Revenge  I  will* 
and  only  yours,  inviolably  yours. 

Bev  Why  rhen  hedirs,  'tis  as  irrevocable  as  Breath, 

Cor.  Now  I  am  fure  you  love  me.  — 

Bev.  Beyond  Expeffibn,  Words  are  too  poor  to  paint 
the  Transport  of  my  Heart:  Oh/  let  me  clafpe  thee  in  my 
defiring  Arms,  and  delicate  this  happv  Moment  unto  Love.—- - 

Cor.  Bevil  forbear,  I'll  not  infringe  my  Vow ;  whiJeFw- 
man  lives,  you  (hall  not  take  Prfife iTion  of  mv  Love,  and  of 
his  Death  this  Token  I  require:  He  has  a  Ring  dear  to  him  as 
his  own  Breath,  a  Pledge  of  Love  from  his  h'uCelixi  I  have 
often  try'd  with  cunning  Art,  to  get  it  from  him ;  but  even 
in  the  fofteft  Honrs  of  Love,  when  I  thought  his  Heart  was 
mine  by  his  protcfting  Tongue,  he  ftij)  refus'd  me,  (wearing 
his  Life  and  that  muft  part  together ;  -—  now  bring  me  this 
Ring,  and  then  you  (hall  not  ask  ought  of  me  I'll  deny : 

Bev.  What  kill  a  Man!  my  Friend  too  /  . —  let  me  not 
think  on  it  — Reafon  avaunt,  Love  commands  my  Heart—* 
Madam  farewel,  HI  give  a  fatal  Proof  how  well  I  Love. 

f  ExiK 

Cor.  Mifebief  fuccecdy  my  Heart  fwells  high  for  my  Re- 
venge, —  the  Friend  will  kill  his  Friend,  him  that  furvives 
111*  hang      then  the  Ring,  — •  that  gives  my  Malice  the 

larger 
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fcrgcr  Scope,  even  to  the  vexing  of  fair  Celts'* Hcartf  -  - 
the  hare  which  from  neglecled  Love  proceeds,  our  does  the 
molt  inveterate  Malice. 

In  mey  the  World  /ball  know  the  worjt  of  Evils  ; 
Woman  forfaken%  is  the  worji  of  Devils.     [  Exit# 

Enter  Mr.  Thinkwell,  and  Freeman. 

Think.  Sir,  I  am  very  well  fatisfy'd,-  you  need  not  make 
any  Apology:  If  my  Daughter  likes  you  as  well  for  a  Hus- 
band, as -like  you  for  a  Son-in-Law,  you  (hall  be  as  happy 
as  you  pleafe  to  think  yourfilf. 

Free*  I  am  only  forry  (not  for  my  own  but  Celiacs  fake) 
that  my  Fortune  is  not  equal  to  my  Love. 

Think.  Look  ye.  Sir,  if  my  Daughter  likes  your  Perfon, 
the  imalinefs  of  your  Fortune  (han't  forbid  the  Banes ;  a  good 
Husband  is  a  Fortune  I  fay  :  Underfhnding  is  better  than  Land, 
and  I  had  much  rather  marry  my  Daughter  to  a  Man  that 
wants  Money,  than  Money  that  wants  a  Man. 

Tree.  Sir,  this  is  a  Blelling.  — 

Think.  That's  as  it  proves  —  look  ye,  young  Fellow,  no 
fet  Speeches ;  'tis  a  ftraoge  Thing  that  a  Man  can't  ask  a 
father's  Confent  to  marry  his  Daughter,  but  he  muft  put 
en  a  dulliiricus  Face  and  make  his  Way  with  a  meLncholy 
Apology:  Why  can'tFathers  and  Sons  be  good  Companions? 
Once  more,  young  .Man,  I  give  you  my  Confent  j  my 
Daughter  is  young ;  and  in  the  Feminine  Sex,  delire  to  Mar- 
riage rides  Poft  j  (fie  a  good  humour'd  Girl,  and  does  not  want 
Understanding :  She  has  iome  Inclination  for  you  I  believe, 
by  what  I  have  heard  and  ieen  ;  fo  if  you  can  make  one  ano- 
ther happy  in  your  Loves,  Til  make  you  both  happy  in  a 
good  Fortune. 

Free.  If  I  can  make  my  way  to  Celiacs  Heart,  I  fhall  be 
the  bappieft  ©f  Maakind. 

Think.  If  a  good  Word  of  mine  will  do  thee  a  Service, 
thou  (halt  not  want  it,  for  I  like  thee,  and  think  thee  a 
proper  Match  for  my  Daughter  j  I  am  intirely  for  having 
an  Agrument  of  Years,  and  Hearts  in  Marriage;  I  am  not 
fo  old,  to  rorget  I  was  once  young,  which  makes  me  cau- 
tious how  X  impofe  upon  my  Child's  Love*  I  wou'd  not 

have 
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have  her  Heart  and  her  blind  d'w^dtdi  rfjpS?  Love  is  very 
Jittieconfulted  in  the  Marriages  row*  '-days:  Cupnt's  Arrows 
are  headed  with  Goki;  if  rhe  Eftates  agree,  no  matter  lor 
the  AifeAioas^  the  Church  hai  lidc  to  do  in  the  Ceremony, 
the  moie's  rhe  frame,  for  the  Lawyers  are  the  Prerta.  and 
Bonds  and  Indentures  the  Banes  of  Viatjlmony,  which  caufes 
fo  many  Husbands  and  Wives,  to  go  differenc  Ways;  Bat, 
y<  ung  Man,  here  has  Deen  Tears  fnrd  upon  your  Account, 
but  that's  under  the  Rofej  here  was  a  naught  j  Woman  of 
your  Acquaintance  yefterday  with  my  Daughter,  i  wifhyou 
have  done  honourably  with  that  Creature 

Free*  Sir,  that  Woman  is  the  vileft  of  her  Sex,  I  confefs 
I  have  had  an  Affair  wirh  her,  and  now  I  have  broke  it  off§ 
fhe  purfues  me  with  an  implacable  Hatred 

Think  Well,  well,  we  have  all  had  oui  Follies,  every  on  e 
muft  have  his  Time  of  Prnbarion,  and  I  like  a  Man- who 
know5.the  World,  Experience  is  the  bed  bchool-raafter  ;  ycu'll 
know  the  Va;ue  of  a  Vertuous  Woman  the  better,  by  being 
acquH*  ted  with  a  Vicious  one,  for  good  and  bad,  are  only 
known  ly  companion,  but  I  am  inrorm'd  your  Friend  Be- 
lli is  grown  paiFionately  fond  of  her. 

Free,  liven  to  Madnefs ;  I  never  knew  a  Man  of  Senfe  fa 
befotred 

Thmh-  Bevil  has  not  a&ed  Hke  a  Man  of  Honour  in  his 
behaviour  to  my  Niece,  his  Love  to  rhat  Creature  has  rob'd 
him  of  his  good  Manners,  as  well  as  his  Senfe,  or  he  might 
have  made  lome  tolerable  Excufe  for  his  Negledf  of  the  Girl  $ 
tho'  fhe  carries  it  off  with  good  Humour,  and  I  hope  Time, 
ana  Reflection  of  his  Injuftice  will  deface  the  lmpreffion  he 
has  ma  e  on  her  H-art. 

Free.  Sir,  I  am  certain  Bevil  is  a  Man  of  Honour,  tho' 
he  is  betwitch'd  to  this  pe  nicious  Woman  at  prcfent,  and 
will,  f  am  fure,  approve  himielf  to  your,  and  fair  Miran- 
das Satisfaction 

Think.  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  do  not  think  fo;   I  know 
how  to  refent  an  Injurv :  But  here  comes  my  Daughter. 
Enter  Celi a. 

So  Celia,  a  good  Morning  to  you  Child:  Here  an  Acquain, 
tance  of  yours  has  been  asking  me  to  accept  ot  him  for  a 
Son-in-Law  i  I  won't  put  you  to  the  I3iu!h,  by  askiRf  you 
if  you  can  hkc  him ;  tho*  that's  a  kind  ot  a  tcll-tak  Look, 

my 
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try  Dca',  and  if  I  have  not  forgot  the  Language  of  the  Eyes, 
I  can  tell  how  your  Heart  beats. 

Cel.  Lord  Father,  this  is  fo  furprizing.  — 
Think.  Pc(ha,  P'fha,  what  you  have  not  dreamt  of  a 
Husband  to  Night,  I  warrant  you:  —  Well,  well,  Celiay 
without  more  ado,  if  you  have  any  Love  to  difpofe  on, 
here's  your  Chapman,  and  if  you  can  give  him  your  Heart, 
Fll  give  him  my  Confent,  and  a  Coral  tor  your  hi  ft  Boy: 
Well,  I'll  leave  you,  for  I  find  I  do  but  lpoil  Sport :  —  Up 
to  her  young  Fellow,  and  attack  her  briskly,  cut  a  Caper 
into  her  Heart,  — —  Odd,  methinks  I  long  to  fee  you  in 
Bed  together.  —  Well,  Pll  leave  open  the  Door  or"  Oppor- 
tunity, and  Cupid  fpeed  you.  [  Exit. 

Tree,  Now  Celia,  this  is  Happinefs  beyond  our  Expedi- 
tions. 

Cel.  Now,  I  am  forry  my  Father  has  given  his  Confent. 
Frai  How,  Celia  I  Are  yju  lorry  he  has  given  his  Con- 
fent ? 

Cel.  Yes,  for  methinks  1  dont  like  you  half  fo  well  now  j 
there's  aPleafure  in  over-coming  of  Difficulties,  and  I  fhou.d 
ftrangely  like  to  be  run  away  with. 

Free.  This  is  all  Romance  j  when  fhall  be  the  happy  Day, 
rry  Charmer? 

Cel.  Ay,  now  'tis  my  Charmer:  I  wifh  Matrimony  dont 
make  me  your  Tormen  er.  Marriage  is  a  bold  Venture; 
for  Husbands  are  like  Lots  in  a  Lottery,  forty  Blank  to  a 
Prize, 

Enter  4  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Bevil  is  below,  and  defires  to  fpeak  w;th 
you  immediately,  about  important  Bufinefs. 

Free.  Defire  him  to  walk  up — With  your  leave,  Madam. — 

( Exit.  Serv. 

Cel.  By  all  means  —  I'll  leave  you  for  the  prefent,  and  go 
comfort  my  Coufm,  with  the  welcome  News  of  the  Pro- 
digal's Return.   [  exj. 

Enter  Bevil. 

Tree.  So  my  Friend,  what  News  from  Btiylon*  How 
does  the  Woman  of  Sin  ? 

C  .  Bev, 
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Bev.  O  Freeman!  Sure  Nature  never  before  peodue'd  ib 
damn'd  a  Devii. 

Free.  Which  way  does  the  Wind  fit  now? 

Bev.  I  have  efcap'd  foiling  into  the  worft  of  Mifchiefs;  I 
fiave  been  tempted  to  thy  Death,  and  in  my  Heat  of  Paf- 
lion,  inflam'd  with  wild  Defirc,  and  robb'd  of  Reafon,  by 
her  bewitching  Charms,  I  vow'd  to  kill  thee. 
JFree.  What  is  the  rampant  Strumpet  grown  mad  for  the 
Lofs  of  her  Man  ?  Now  do  you  conlider,  Bevil,  what  you 
might  have  done,  urg'd  by  your  Love,  and  inveterate  Malice  ? 
Then  think  betimes,  and  let  this  drive  her  from  your  Heart: 
How  can'ft  thou  neglect  the  proffei'd  Love  of  fair  hfyws* 
da,  and  court  the  vile  lewd  Embraces  of  fo  vile  a  Creature? 

Bev.  I  mud  pity  poor  Miranda  \   but  oh,  my  Friend  ! 
That  Creature,  vile  as  fhe  is,  has  got  into  my  Heart,  and 
Reafon  cannot  drive  her  thence.-— You  have  a  Ring, — 
Free.  Which  (he  wou'd  have? 

Bev.  Ay,  and  thy  Heart  too  and  as  a  Proof  that  I  had 
kill'd  you,  fhe  commanded  me  to  bring  that  Ring,  which 
(he  was  well  aflur'd  you  wou'd  part  with  Life  flrft,  for 
which  Deed,  and  enly  which,  I  fhou'd  pcflefs  her  Love. 

Free.  And  then  you  vow'd  to  kill  your  Friend  ? 

Bev.  My  Paflion,  not  Ij  for  then  my  Reafon  interpos'd, 
I  could  not  bear  to  look  upon  myfelf :  1  am  almoft  mad,  to 
think  I  doat  upon  a  Body,  whofe  Soul,  I  know  to  be  fo 
hideous  black  j  oh,  that  I  cou'd  matter  my  impatient  Ap  5 
petire ! 

Free.  You  may,  you  can,  your  Vertue  having  Space  to 
think,  and  fortify  her  weaken'd  Powers,  with  Reafon,  and 
divine  Difcourfe,  will  ftirle  this  low,  and  ienfual  Fire, 

Bev.  Ob,  no,  my  Friend,  in  Blood  is  no  Religion  5  nor 
Reafon,  in  Defire :  I  fear  I  (hall  be  urg'd  to  acl  fome  Deed, 
whole  very  Name  is  hideous  :  1  dare  not  truft  myfelf* 

Free.  No  ? 

Bev.  It  is  my  Fatej  I  muft  enjoy  her. 

Free.  You  fhall  $  here  take  this  Ring,  (how  it  to  that  fair 
Devil,  it  will  confirm  her  that  1  am  kill'd  ;  which  Report, 
with  my  artificial  Abfence,  will  make  good. 

Bev.  But  if  it  be  given  out  that  you  are  {lain,  and  that, 
by  me,  I  (hall  be  feiz/d.  Where  (hall  1  find  you  ? 


Free. 


A  Match  in  Newgate-  17 


Tree.  At  our  Friends  the  Goldfmiths  j  I  dare  truft  him 
With  the  Deiign. 

Beiil.  Farewell,  my  Friend,  every  Man  has  his  Follies. — 

[Extr. 

Tree.  Now  Repentance,  the  Fools  whip,  o'er  take  thee; 
I'll  be  thy  Friend,  but  not  thy  Vices;  noGoldfmith  (hall  fee 
me:  Til  hide  where  none  (hall  think:  I'll  make  thee  know, 
and  feel  thy  Errors  in  the  fcvercll  Senfi,  and  into  the  worit, 
and  vileft  of  Dangers,  thou  (halt  foil. 

[Exif 


C  2  ACT  II. 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Street.  Enter  Vizard. 

Viz.  A  Pcx  of  all  Dice  j  I  wifti  I  cou'd  forfwear  touching 
"  a  Box  again  while  I  live  ;  for  what  I  get  by  other 
Men's  Folly,  I  lofe  by  own:  Let  me  fee;  the  Silver  Tan- 
kard, which  I  ftole  from  Mixnm  the  Vintner,  (as  great  a 
Rogue  as  I  my fdf)  I  fold  for  five  and  twenty  Pounds,  which 
I  loft  at  Hazard  in  two  Hours,  and  now  I  don't  know  where 
to  eat;  Neceflity  is  the  Mother  of  Invention ;  I  have  cheat- 
ed all  my  Acquainrance  over  and  over  again,  and  am  as  poor 
row,  as  when  I  was  honeft  ;  1  have  but  one  poor  folitary 
Shilling  left.— Ch,  here  comes  a  Barber's  Boy,  his  Bafon, 
and,  Razors  will  purchafe  a  Dinner. 

E&ter  Solomon. 
M(  w  now,  my  Lad!  Where  art  thou  going? 
ScL  To  fbave  Mr.  Mixum,  Sir. 

Viz,.  Oh,  that's  well,  I  was  juft  going  to  your  Mafl«*s# 
Sol.  To  my  Father's,  you  mean,  I  believe,  Sir? 
Viz.  Ay,  right,  thy  Father's,  you  are  a  pretty  Boy  ;  I 
have  heard  Mr.  Mtxum,  my  Friend,  commend  thee  much.-- 
Sol.  He  is  my  Godfather,  Sir. 
Viz.  Is  he,  is  he?  Well,  and  what  is  thy  Name? 
Sol.  My  Name  is  Solomon  Smack* 

Viz.  A  wife  Coy,  I  a  dure  you  ;  well,  Solomon,  I  was 
juft  goir  g  to  thy  Father's  to  borrow  an  Apron,  aBafon,  and 
Razors,  to  fhave  Mr.  Mixurr^  out  of  a  Frolick ;  fo  now  I 
have  met  thee,  I'll  take  thine.  [Pjftrs  *<>  take  'em\ 

Sol,  O  dear,  Sir,  what  do  you  mean? 
Vz.  No  Harm,  my  Lad,  only  a  Frolick  ;  —  I'll  get  thee, 
if)  the  mean  Time,  to  ftep  to  the  Sign  of  the  Crown,  it 
the  End  of  the  Street,  and  tell  the  Gentleman,  who  waits 
there  tot  me,  1  defire  him  to  come  to  mc  at  h\YtMixum's 

Houfe, 
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4oufe,  my  Name  is  Truman,  and  here  is  Six- pence  for  thy 
Pains  i  I'M  leave  thy  Balbn,  and  Things  for  thee,  at  thy 
3od-father's.  TT  .  . 

Sol.  Thank  you  kindly,  Sir  ;  I'll  make  Hafte.  >  [E*i/« 
r«.  So,  this  happens  luckiiy;  by  this  I  get  Admittance  to 
Mixum'i  Chamber,  and  if  I  can  fix  my  Bird-lime  Fingers  up- 
on any  Thing  that  is  moveable,  I'm  fure  my  Confcience  won  t 
fly  in  my  Face;  1  take  more  Pleafure  in  Cheating  that  Rogue, 
than  any  Body  I  know  ;  and  if  I  don't  fbave  him  now,  I 
(hall  fay  my  Wit  and  my  Razors  are  both  very  blunt.^_  ^ 

•    Scene  changes.    Enter  Mixum  and  his  Wife. 

Wxf.  It  is  right,  I  aflure  you,  juft  two  and  forty  Pounds. 

[  Lays  the  Money  on  the  Table.  ] 
Mix  Well,  Ml  fend  Home  the  Punch-bowl ;  I  m.uft  go 
Tafte  fome  Wines  that  are  juft  landed,  but  I  (hall  be  at  Home 

8t  «$.PTru!y,  Husband,  I  do  begin  to  Mike  this  Vocation 
of  ours,  we  do  cheat  moft  abominably,  and  truly  1  (peak 
it  with  Grief,  and  to  the  pricking  of  my  Confcience. 

Mix.  Prithee,  peace  Woman,  what  have  we  to  do  with 
Confcience?  Don't  we  keep  a  Tavern?  It  is  Time  enough 
to  talk  of  that,  when  we  have  got  an  Eftate:  Go,  go  mind 
your  Bufmcfs,  mend  the  Matter,  and  fcorc  falfe  with  a 
Vengeance:  How,  now!  Who  are  you? 

[  inter  Vizard,  like  a  Barber. 

Viz.  I  am  a  Journey-man  to  Mr.  Smack,  your  Barber, 
and  am  come  to  (have  you. 

Mix.  Pray  what's  your  Name? 

Viz.  Timothy  Truth.  . 

Mix.  A  very  good  Name;  but  where  is  my  God-fon  ? 
He  us'd  to  (have  me.  ,    ,■[>  J        .   .  „ 

Viz..  He's  gone  to  (have  Mr.  Grub,  the  Lefturer,  nut  my 
Mafter  fear'd  you  might  be  in  hafte,  and  therefore  fent  me 

to  (have  you:  Will  you  be  pleas'd  te  fit  down?  

[He  fits,  Vizard  puts  the  Shaving-Cloth  remd 
his  Neck.  ] 

Mix.  And  how  long  have  you  been  a  Barber  ? 
Viz,.  About  a  Year,  Sir. 

C  5  Mix.  Then 
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Mix.  Then  you  did  not  ferve  your  Time  to  it? 

Viz.  No,  Sir,  but  I  am  willing  to  do  any  Thing  for  an 
honcft  Livelihood ;  A  Wagging  Hand,  you  know,  Sir,  gets 
a  Ptnny.  [Making  *  Lather. 

Mx.  A  good  ingenious  Fellow. 

Viz,.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  nothing  elfe  to  truft  to. 

Mix.  What  were  you  bred  to? 

Viz..  The  Sea,  Sir,  I  was  an  Apprentice  to  a  Captain  of 
a  Merchant-man, 
Mtx.  How  came  you  to  leave  the  Sea  ? 
Viz.  Ill-luck,  Sir. 
Mix.  What  was  it  ? 

Viz.  What  the  Devil  mull  I  fay  now  ?   -  [AfiAi* 

Why,  Sir,  in  my  firft  Voyage,  we  met  with  three  Alger ine 
Pirates,  which  we  made  all  the  Sail  from  we  could,  but 
being  deep  laden,  found  it  impoffiblej  and  I  having  heard 
the  Mifcries  thofe  Men  go  through,  that  are  made  their  Slaves, 
chofe  rather  to  run  the  Hazard  of  being  drowned,  than 
made  their  Prifoner,  and  fo  prevail'd  upon  the  Cooper  of  our 
Ship,  to  Barrel  me  up  in  an  Oatmeal-Cask,  with  fix  Biicakes, 
clap  a  ftrong  Cork  into  the  Bung-hole,  and  fling  me  over 

6oard,  which  he  immediately  did;   there  was  I. toft 

upon  the  Seas,  for  eight  Days  together,  'till  I  was  almoft 
ftarv'd,  for  I  had  nothing  but  thefe  Bifcakes  to  live  on:— — 
At  laft,  as  Fortune  wou'd  have  it,  a  Butch  Man  of  War, 
failing  along,  and  fpying  a  Barrel,  floating  on  the  Sea,  they 
mann'd  out  their  Long-boat,  and  brought  me  aboard,—.  I 
was  fo  faint,  for  want  of  Air,  and  Victuals,  that  I  was  not 
able  to  fpeak;  but  I  heard  'em  difputing  what  it  was  that 
{hou'd  be  in  the  Barrel ;  one  faid  it  was  Beef,  another  fa  id  it 
was  Butter,  and  a  Third  faid  it  was  Oatmeal  j  at  laft  the 
Cooper  was  call'd  to  beat  oat  the  Bung,  which  he  did,  and 
Jetoutfucha  Fume,  that  they  all  concluded  it  flunk  like  the 
Devil  :  At  laft,  one  of  the  Sailers  putting  in  his  Hand  to  feel 
what  it  was,  I  whipt  his  Fore-finger  and  Thumb  in  my 
Mouth,  and  bit  'em  clever  off ;  (for  you  muft  know  I  was 
curfed  hungry)  with  that,  the  Fellow  roar'd  out,  it  was 
the  Devil,  the  Cooper  clap'd  the  Bung  into  the  Barrel,  and 
toiVd  me  over-board  again.  — - 

Mix.  'Od-bud,  that  was  ill  Luck  indeed!  —  How  did'ft 
tbou  'fcape  at  laft? 

Viz.  By 
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Viz.  By  meer  Providence  ;  I  fan'd  about  the  Sea,  in  this 
Barrel,  for  twelve  Days  more,  and  had  nothing  to  live  on 

but  the  Man's  Fore-hnger  and  Thumb.  -  Hold  up  your 

Head,  Sir. 

Mix.  Twelve  Days,  O  Pox,  that  could  not  be,  Tim. 
Viz*.  'Tis  true,  as  I'm  an  honeft  Man  ;  —  at  laft  I  found 
I  was  flung  a-fbore  by  the  Tide;  and  thinking  to  myfelf  I 
might  a3  well  be  drownM,  as  fhrv'd,  (by  this  Time,  you 
muft  know,  I  had  not  io  much  as  a  Narl  of  the  Man's  Fin- 
ger and  Thumb  left  )  I  (truck  out  the  Bung,  and  putting 
iry  Head  out  for.a  little  frefh  Air,  found  I  was  cad  a- more 
in  Greenland-.  Immediately,  Sir,  I  fpy'd  a  white  Fox,  come 
gallopping  down  to  the  Sea-fide,  with  that  I  whip'd  my 
Head  into  the  Parrel  again,  knowing  it  to  be  a  Beaft  of  Prey. 
Mix.  A  white  Fox!  How  big  was  this  white  Fox  ? 
Viz,.  Somewhat  bigger  than  a  large  Flanders  Mare,  Sir, 
and  down  he  came  to  the  Barrel  j  fo  fmelling  whereabout 
I  war,  he  rcar'd  like  a  Lion;  bur  as  Providence  would  have 
it,  that  very  Moment,  a  Fly  flung  him  by  the  Buttocks,  and 
be  turn'd  round  to  rub  himfelf  againft  the  Barrel j  his  Tail  lying 
over  the  Bung-hole,  1  clap'd  tail  held  on't  wich  both  my 
Hands;  the  Fox,  frightened  at  that,  fell  a  ga'Jcpprng,  as  if 
the  Devil  was  at  his  Tail,  and  drew  the  Barrel,  with  me  in 
it,  over  Hedge  and  Ditch,  for  three  and  twenty  Miles  toge- 
ther; but  at  laft,  jumping  into  a  Wood,  and  running  full 
Speed  between  two  Trees,  that  flood  very  clofe  together, 
ftav'd  the  Barrel  all  to  Pieces,  away  run  the  Fox,  and  out 
came  I.  - 

Mix.  O,  Tim,  this  mud  be  a  Gun,  Tim. 

Viz,.  Every  Word  true,  or  I  wifh  I  may  never  (nave  a- 
gafn:  So,  Sir,  I  travelPd  to  the  Port,  where  1  met  with  an 
EngUfij  Vefiel,  and  flu'p'd  myfelf  a  PalTenger,  and  came  Home 
in  her:  — Shuc  your  Eyes,  or  my  Ball  will  make  'em  imart. 

Mix.  Ay,  Ay,  c —  I  find  you  have  been  a  great  Traveller  j 
VJ2s  you  ever  in  the  Popifh  Countries? 

Viz.  In  moft  Parts  of  Italy,  Sir,  and  I  am  acquainted  with 
all  the  Monaftcriey.  —  I  was  once  treated  very  handfomly 
by  an  old  Monk,  with  a  delicate  Hafty-pudding,  made  of 
the  Milk  of  Saint  Luke'*  Cow,  and  thicken'd  with  a  Pound 
of  the  Gkaos% 


Mix.  O 


22,  A  Woman* s  Revenge:  Or, 

Mix.  O,  Pox,  Tim,  you  talk  like  a  Traveller,  now,  in* 
dee^. 

Viz.  Why,  I  hope  you  don't  think  I  lye,  Sir,  — .  Pray 
fiut  your  Eyes,  Sir:  - —  Oh,  Sir,  there  are 'Abundance  of 
venerable  Antiquities  in  all  their  Churches:  Why,  Sir,  I, 
myfelf,  faw  the  very  Shoes  in  which  Saint  Ignatius  walk'd 
bare-foot  to  J erufalem  :  Nay,  Sir,  I  faw  the  Horfe-moe,  of 
the  Horfe,  that  begot  the  Mare,  that  foal'd  the  Foal,  that 
was  the  Horfe,  that  brought  the  Man,  that  knew  the  Man, 
that  faw  our  Lady,  of  Loretto's  Chappel,  fly  from  Judm 
into  Italy. 

Mix.  Truly,  Tim,  this  is  a  Horfe-fhoe  of  Quality:  —  A 
pleafant  Fellow,  Faith. 

Viz.  O,  Sir,  it  is  renown'd  for  doing  Miracles ;  'cis  the 
very  firft  Horfe-fhoe  that  ever  kept  Witches  out  of  a  Houfe: 
— *?  Take  Time  by  the  Forelock,  fays  the  Wife-man,  —  I 
mud  leave  the  Vintner  in  the  Suds.  [  Afule. 

£  Takes  the  Bag  off  the  Table  ^  and  runs  off. 

Mix.  O,  Pox,  this  muft  be  a  damn'd  Lye,  Tim  ;  come 
make  hafte,  tho*  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  can't  help  Laughing,  to  think 
what  a  Bead  roll  of  Lyes  thou  haft  told  off-hand,  with  thy 
white  Fox,  thy  Hafty- pudding,  made  of  the  Chaoi,  and  thy 
wonderful  Horfe- (hoe  •>  thou  doft  not  take  me  to  be  fuch  an 
Afs  to  believe  ali  this,  fure?— Why  don't  you  (have  me?  — 
Why,  Timothy,  I  (hall  be  blind  with  winking,  Tim.  — why 
Trm.  O,  Lord,  my  Heart  mif-gives  me;  —  why  Wife, 
Wife,  —  O,  the  Devil,  my  Money's  gone.'  — -  Why 
Wife,—-  Wife.-— - 

Inter  his  Wife. 

10$  What's  the  Matter  with  you,  Husband,  you  make 
fuch  a  Noife? 

Mix.  Where's  the  Barber? 

Wif.  Why,  he  is  gone,-—  are  not  you  tnm'd,  then?  — 
Mix.  Tnm'd/  Yes,  I  am  trim'd,  with  a  Vengeance;-- 
Did  you  take  the  Money  off  this  Table? 
Wif.  Not  I,  as  I'm  an  honeft  Woman.  — 
Mix.  Oy  Lord,  1  have  wink'd  Co  fomePurpofe  now?«~ 

Enter  Solomon. 

Sol  Pray,  Godfather,  give  me  your  Bleffing* 

Mix.  My 
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Mix.  My  Blcfling/  The  Devil  choke  you,  Where's  your 
Father's  Man  ?  ■ 

Sol.  My  Father  has  no  Man,  Sir. 

Mix.  My  Money,  my  two  and  forty  Pounds  are  gone/ 
Who  was  it  trim'd  me,  you  Dcg? 

Sol.  I  don't  know,  indeed,  Sir;  a  Gentleman  met  me,  as 
I  was  coming  to  you,  and  borrow'd  my  Bafon,  and  Razors, 
as  hefaU,  for  a  Frolick. 

Mix.  A  Pox  or  his  Frolick,-  this  muft  be  that  Rogue, 
Vizard ;  who  the  Devil  could  have  fufpecled  him  in  a  Bar- 
ter's Skin  ?  'Sbud,  if  I  catch  him,  Fillhangie  him  with  my 
own  Hard", 

Wif.  Nay,  good  honell-bearted  Robin,  have  Patience. 

Mix.  Patience  with  a  Pox  to  you/  Yes,  that  was  the 
Doctrine  you  preach'd,  when  I  caught  Alderman  Standfaft, 
and  your  Ladifhip,  upon  the  red  Squab-Couch  in  the  Maid- 
en-hiad;  Patience  with  a  Devil/ 

Wtf.  Good  Hustand  takeComfort,  I'll  play  the  Devil  but 
I'll  recover  it;  then  have  a  good  Confcience  Robin,  'tis  but 
Scoring  double  for  a*  Week,  and  that  will  fetch  it  up  again. 

Mix.  O  Wife,  Wife,  I  thought  I  mould  have  fuch  Luck 
to  Day,  becaufe  I  got  out  of  Bed  backwards  this  Morning; 
well,  Til  Laugh,  make  Merry,  caft  up  my  Accompts,  and 
then  go  hang  myfelf :  I  have  been  (hav'd,  finely  trim'd  in- 
deed! the  Devil  runaway  with  the  white  Fox,  and  the  Bar- 
ber together,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mother  Griffin,  Corinna,  ani  Vizard. 

Cor.  Oh,  Impudence  /  am  I  then  fall'n  fo  low,  to  be  fol- 
liciccd  by  thee  ? 

Viz,.  By  me/  Why  not,  Corinna,  by  mc?  Here's  that 
which  makes  me  equal  with  the  Beft;  Hone ur,  and  Dignity, 
are  derived  from  this  alone,  [flakes  a  Purfe,}  'cis  the  World's 
Bails,  and  I  am  lure,  the  mod  prevailing  Argument  with 
your  Sex. 

M.  Crtjf.  Ay  by  my  Confcience  is  it,  and  the  wifer  we: 
Why  what  llgnifies  a  Title,  'tis  but  an  empty  Sound  at  bed 
and  Sound  is  but  Air,  and  a  Woman  cannot  live  upon  Airl- 
and for  Honour,  why 'tis  only  the  Workmanfhip  of  Opinion: 
Marry  there's  no  thriving  in  this  World,  if  you  prefer  any 
Thing  before  Money. 
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Viz.  Right,  Mother  Griffin,  You  fpcaklike  an  Oracle,  Tcii 
the  grand  Mover  of  all  Things. 

A£  Griff.  Ay  by  my  Troth  is  if,  and  the  Quintefcence 
of  Virtue  too:  There  is  no  Dilgrace  like  Poverty,-  for  if 
you  obferve,  none  but  poor  Harlots  are  call'd  Whores  \  get 
tut  Money,  and  you  are  above  Scandal,  you  may  go  to 
Church  without  Blufhing,  nay,  upon  my  Honefty,  you  are 
Company  for  the  Parfon  of  the  Parifh:  And  I  remember  a 
witty  Couplet  written  by  an  old  Bard  to  the  fame  Purpofe. 

Oh  London  !  What  Shame  that  Town  reproaches^ 
PoorWhcres  arewhipt»-andRich  ones  r  ide  inCoaches. 

V:z.  Righ%  the  firft  beat  Kemp  in  our  Bri4eve!is>  and 
the  latter  drink  Tea,  with  the  Jufticcs* 
Ccr.  Ceafe  your  hellifh  Do&rine. 

Viz.  Come  Corinna,  whatever  you  may  think  of  me,  I 
was  once  a  Gentleman,  tho*  1  am  fall'n  fo  low,  tho'  poor, 
depriv'd  of  all,  I  have  a  Heart,  and  Will,  that  fli  1  remains, 
and  fain  would  venture  on  when  Beauty  calls  >  and  this  fmall 
Stock,  which  my  own  Induftry  has  got,  I  muft  employ  it 
jet  to  that  dear  Ufe.  — — . 

M.  Griff.  Take  it  Corinna,  I  have  an  Apothecary's  Bill  to 
pay.  

Cor.  Hell  take  you,  and  that  together. 

M.  Griff.  O  blefs  me  /  was  ever  fuch  an  uncharitable 
Creature  ?  Go,  you  may  be  alham'd  to  ulea  Woman  of  my 
Years,  at  this  rate,  if  you  had  any  Grace:  Have  you  forgot 
how  kind  I  have  been  to  you,  Huffy?  Did  I  not  take  you 
from  the  Waggon,  a  pcor,  ignorant,  awkard,  Country  Girl, 
with  nothing  but  an  old  Stuff  Gown  to  thy  Back,  and  in- 
fiead  of  making  a  Servant,  did  I  not  put  thee  into  a  goodly 
Condition,  gave  thee  fine  Cloaths,  trick'd  thee  up,  and  brought 
thee  into  the  beft  Company?  Well,  well,  the  Sin  of  Ingra- 
titude is  great*  where  do  you  think  to  go  when  you  die, 
for  ufing  me  at  this  rate  ?  [  Ctying.  ]  Have  I  not  help'd  you 
to  rich  Jbws^  Trench  Marquifles,  German  Counts,  Englifh 
Lords,  Scotch  Earls,  and  Butch  Merchants,  innumerable? 
Ccme,  come,  if  ycu  had  had  any  Grace,  you  might  have 
made  fomething  of  all  thefe  $  and  am  1  thus  rewarded  for 
my  Pains:  Well,  Mary  Griffin,  go  thy  ways,  Mary  Griffin, 
thy  kind  Heart  w  ill  bring  thee  to  the  Hcfpital. 

Viz.  Take 
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Viz.  Take  this  little  Tribute  of  my  conquer'd  Heart,  I 
may  in  Time  increafe  it. 

Cor.  Bafe  fervile  Villain,  who  lived  by  Noife,  and  Riot, 
canft  thou  believe,  that  after  Freeman's  Love,  I  could  re- 
ceive a  Rafcal  to  my  Arms? 

Viz,.  It  I  were  there,  you'd  find  but  little  Difference,  and 
poflibly  the  next  you  entertain,  may  fail  to  pay  the  Price  I 
offer  ye:  This  Rafcal,  and  that  beauteous  haughty  Thing, 
bating  the  Stx,  differ  but  very  little,  i  live  by  Broils,  by 
Rapine,  and  by  Spoils ;  in  Fears,  Vexations,  Dangers  j  fo 
do  youj  I  eat,  when  I  C3n  get  a  Fool  to  treat  me,  and  you 
can  do  no  more  ;-a  Pox  of  your  Pride,  methinks  we  two 
might  underftand  each  other  ;  you  have  no  Galiant  to  take 
your  Quarrel  up  j  you  reign'd  when  Time  was,  Til  do  fo 
now,  for  you  have  known  my  Love,  fhali  find  my  Power, 
tbo'  yet  I  ne'er  durft  tell  you  fo. 

Cor.  Nor  (hall  not  yet,  for  tho*  that  Lover's  gone,  who 
but  to  look  on,  would  have  made  thee  tremble;  I  have 
Beauty  (till  that  may  command  another  Man,  whofe  very 
glance  (hall  make  thee  bow;  and  has  it  loft  its  Awe  ? 

Viz.  It  ha«,  and  I  am  refolv'd  upon  a  Conqueft. 

Cor.  Death.'  Sirrah,  (land  off  j  and  view  my  fatal  Hand, 
it  carries  Death  to  the  bold  Ravifher,  that  dares  approach 
unreverently ;  a  Whore/  what  tho*  to  her  that  bears  it,  'tis 
a  Shame,  to  all  the  World  befide,  it  bears  a  mighty  Sound, 
petitioned,  fae'd  to,  worfhipp'd,  prefented,  flatter'd,  facri- 
fie'd  to,  Monarch  of  Monarchs,  Tyrant  or  the  World,  what 
does  that  charming  Word  not  lignifie?  And  dar'ft  thou  raife 
thy  hated  Eyes  fo  high,  to  gaze  on  iuch  a  Confteilati -:«n  ? 

Viz.  I'll  not  leave  you  fo,  [Exir. 

Refolution  conquers  Love,  for  like  a  Shade, 

It  follows,  fled  5  purfu'd,  flies,  as  afraid.   [  Exit. 

M.  Griff.  Go  thy  Ways  for  a  cunning  Knave,  my  Life 
For  thy  Succefs ;  he  has  that  will  debauch  half  cur  Sex,  Mo- 
ney and  Impudence,  two  irreliitible  Temptations :  What 
would  you  have  Sir  ?  wou'd  you 

Enter  Freeman  in  Dlfgu'ife. 
have  ought  with  me?  —  A  proper  fcandfome  Fellow,  but 
iU  drefh 

Free.  M> 
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Tree,  Madam,  I  am  a  Gentleman  grown  poor,  decay'd 
by  Fortune,  and  wou'd  gladly  ferve  you;  I  can  obey,  cou'd 
you  diredt  where. 

M.  Griff.  This  Fellow  wou'd  ferve  my  Turn  mod  admi- 
rably: I  like  his  Symmetry,  he  is  weli  built,  and  by  Troth, 
my  Blood  is  not  io  cold,  nor  am  I  yet  fo  old,  to  be  pall: 
Pleafure:  -  --Adod,  I  am  a  brisk  old  Woman,  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
[Dances.]  Oh,  a  Stitch,  a  Stitch  /  —  Oh,  my  Fabrick  grows 

very  weak,  and  the  leaft  Motion,  loofens  the  Joints,   

Well  we  mutt  all  decay :  Life  is  but  a  Span,  and  Death  is  a 
Debt  we  mud  all  pay  fooner  or  later,  Mercy  on  us.  — •- 
Well  !  I  Vow  he  is  a  portly  Fellow,  —  and  if  I  were  not 
old,  —  a  pies  of  that  Word  Age,  —  but  the  oldeft  Cooks 
can  lick  their  Fingers. 

Covin  within]  Help,  help,  undone,  Oh,  help/ 

Tree.  Ha,  what  Noife  is  that.        [Draws,  and  runs  in. 

M.  Griff.  Sure  the  Rogue  is  raviihing  her. 

Enter  Freeman  dragging  in  Vizard,  QQunm  following. 

Cor.  Hold,  do  not  kill  the  Villain:  'Tis  enough  you  haye 
faved  me  from  his  Mifchief,  —  pray  let  him  go. 

Tree.  Tis  pity,  but  I  will  obey  :  Be-gone,  bale  Scoundrel. 
I  Kicks  him  of. )  'Sdcath,  what  a  wretched  Thing's  a 
Whore,  that  every  Rafcal  dares  approach  with  Love? 

Cor.  But  who,  are  you,  pray,  Sir,  to  whom  I  am  fo 
much  ob!ig'd? 

Tree.  One  that  would  gladly  ferve  in  any  Quality. 

Cor.  Thou  haft  a  brave  Soul,  i'm  fure  j  I  will  endeavour 
to  prefer  you ;  in  the  mean  Time  make  this  your  Houfe. 

[Knocking  without. 

M.  Griff.  Shall  any  have  Admittance?  [Exit. 
Cor.  Only  the  perjur'd  Treemans  Friend:    You  may  retire, 
and  wait  my  farther  Pleafure. 

Tree.  I'll  over-hear  you  to.  ~  [Retires. 

Enter  M.  Griffin,  and  Bevil. 

Bev.  Now,  my  dear  Miftrefs,  Soul  of  my  Deilres,  I  come 
with  all  the  Spoils  of  conquering  Love,  to  lay  'em  at  thy 
Feeti  the  Bar  to  all  my  Bappinefs  is  dead,  and  here's  the 
Witnefs  of  my  Victory.  — -  Con 
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Cor.  Freeman  dead  J  Oh,  thou  inhumane  Friend,  who 
borrow'd  that  Title  only  to  betray  him  !  O  Juftice,  can  you 
let  this  bloody  Villain  live  ?  Support  me,  or  I  fall  to  the 
Earth  wirh  this  fad  killing  News. 

Bev.  What  do  you  mean,  Madam?  Shall  I  vow  to  you 
fie  is  not  dead  ? 

Cor.  Ha!  Not  dead,  Traytcr!  And  haft  thou  then  de- 
reived  my  Hopes?  And  is  not  Freeman  dead ?  Oh,  what 
is  Man  ?  Did'ft  thou*  not  {Wear,  and  beg  to  give  me  any 
Proof  of  thy  falfe  Patfion  ?  I  ask't  you  this,  and  is  it  thus, 
you  give  it?  Oh,  for  a  quick  revenging  Power  *o  kiil  thee. 

Bev.  Calm  thy  dear  angry  Face,  and  tell  my  Love,  which 
V.  ay  it  beft  (hall  pleafe  ? 

Cor.  Is  it  then  in  that  Choice  to  tell  me  either  ?  Ob,  blaft 
thy  double  Tongue,  and  all  this  Beauty  that  raided  thy  Truth. 

Bev.  Then  lince  'tis  my  Dcftiny  to  offend,  I'll  follow 
Truth,  and  tell  you,  Madam,  all  your  ftridt  Commands  I 
did  obey ;  and  Freeman  is  no  more. 

Cor.  No  more!  Why  what  rnd'ft  thou  to  do  with  my 
Commands  ?  Oh,  thou  baft  kiil'd  all  that  my  Soul  could 
levej  go  from  my  Eyes,  far  from  my  Thoughts  remain. 

Bev.  This  is  an  ill  Reward  for  all  my  Love:  But  fuch  In- 
gratitude will  drive  thee  from  rry  Heart.  {Going. 

Cor.  I  muft  not  let  him  go,  fcil]  I'm  reveng'd,  —  Stay, 
I  relent.  Oh,  ftay,  and  give  my  Heart  a  little  Time,  to 
take  Leave  of  its  old  Acquaintance  \  alas,  I  lov'd  this  Free* 
man,  lov'd  him  dearly,  more  than  my  Life* 

Bev-  W7hy  did  you  kill  him  then? 

Cor.  Why,  in  my  own  Defence,  be  gave  the  firft,I  fear, 
the  mortal  Wound. 

Bev*  Then  believe  it  juft,  and  think  of  him  no  more,  but 
of  the  dear  Reward  of  all  rr  y  Services:  Come,  will  ye  not? 

Cor.  I  willi  but  you'll  receive  it  decently,  and  not  with 
Hands  ftain'd  in  the  Blood  of  him,  Who  lately  was  fo  dear 
to  me  ? 

Bev  Still  on -that  Subject? 

Cer.  You'll  find  me  all  you  wifh,  give  me  tut  an  Hours 
Time  to  compofe  myfelf. 

Bev.  Do  not  you  dally  with  me? 

Cor.  No,  b)  Heaven,  when  you  return,  111  give  you 
jour  Reward;  and  what  you  rooft \  defer ve,  —  KAj:de. 

D  Bev.  HeiC 
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Btv.  Here  keep  this  Ring*  and  think  each  Minute's  Ab* 
fence*  is  a  long  Year  in  Love.  Farcwel.  [Exit 

Cor.  Vain,  credulous,  treacherous  Pool,  farewel  :  Mif- 
chief,  infpire  me  now  with  all  thy  Arts  Methi  iks  the  Sight 
of  this  inftrudts  my  Soul  with  a  moft  noble  Piece  of  Viikiny. 
I  will  to  Celia  with  this  Ring,  and  frame  a  Srory  of  fuch 
cunning  Mifchief,  (hall  flab  her  through  the  Ear,  into  the 
H  art  i  by  Heaven  *cis  greatly  brave,  and  Rl  begin  it :  Then, 
when  this  treacherous  Fellow  does  return,  I'll  be  prepared 
for  him.— Who  waits? 

Enter  Mother  Griffin,  and  Freeman. 

Tree.  Now  what  a  Devil  is  this  Woman  /  [Afidol 
Cor.  Oil  a  Coach  this  Minute  —  and  you,  Sir,  I  mult 

beg  to  wait  on  me. 

Free.  Where  eve/  you  command.  This  was  lucky 

[  Afide  ]  [Exeunt* 
Scene  the  Street.    Enter  Vizard. 

Viz..  There  is  a  Fate,  I  think,  attends  Men  of  my  Voca- 
tion, that  what  we  extract  from  Fools,  and  undeligning  Per- 
fons,  by  the  Curfe  of  Dclire,  is  generally  apply'd  to  the  Ufc 
of  tome  in/blent  Whore,  that  is  predeltin'd  to  doat  on  ano- 
ther, and  maintain  her  Paramour,  at  our  Expence :  I,  who 
am  fo  excellent  a  Mailer  in  all  the  fub<-lc  Am  of  Circum- 
vention, am  not  Proof  againft  the  Iniinuation  of  Beau* 
ty :  There  is  a  Kind  of  Witchcraft  in  the  Face  of  Corinns, 
and  I  am  a  voluntary  Bubble :  That  damn'd  old  Bard,  Mo* 
ther  Griffin,  has  had  more  Money  from  me,  to  procure  her 
Confent,  than  ever  any  Golden  Afs  gave  for  a  young  AftrcP 
fes  Maidenhead. 

Inter  Mixum,4fl</  the  Goll/mith's  Apprentice,  vtith  *  Silvtt 
Punch-Bowl. 

Mix.  Be  fure  you  take  a  particular  Care  of  it ;  deliver  i 
into  my  Wife's  own  Hands  $  for  I  am  terribly  afraid  o 
that  Rogue  Vizard ;  he's  a  cunning  Fellow,  and  able  to  chea 
the  Devil  j  nay,  to  my  Knowledge,  he  has  made  an  Afs  o  . 
a  Lawyer,  and  circumvented  a  Stock-jobber:  — —  But  i 
•ur  I  catch  Irim,  Oon'i  I'll  play  the  Devil  with  him. 
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[The  apprentice,  and  Mixum  go  off  fever  ally.] 
Viz*  The  Fox  grows  fat  when  he's  curs'd  -9  I'll  (have  you 
£moother  yet  Fritnd  Mtxuw,  my  Mouth  runs  on  Water  for 
that  l  unch-bowl :  If  I  were  to  bite  a  poor  Poer,  or  a  pe- 
nurious Paribn,  who  for  Want  of  Learning  had  but  one 
good  Meal  in  a  Fortnight,  it  were  a  Sin*  but  to  wring  the 
Weathers  of  this  bafe  Jumbler  of  Elements,  I  hold  it  meri- 
torious, and  will  draw  a  Lot  for  the  Punch-bowl,  without 
the  Fear  of  a  Halter  before  my  Eyes.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes.   Enter  Mr.  Thinkwell,  Celia,  and  Miranda. 

Think.  Celia,  1  know  you  love  him,  and  there  is  no  need 
of  Difllmulation  :  I  have  given  jou  my  Confent,  and  once 
more  tell  you,  I  cin  never  approve  of  any  Man  for  your 
Husband,  whom  you  diflike. 

Cel.  Sir,  I  know  not  how  to  requite  your  Gocdncfs,  but 
by  an  entire  SubmilTion  to  your  Will. 

Think.  And  what  fays  my  Volatile %  ha  ?  Well, 
you  (han't  gnaw  the  Sheets  for  Want  of  better  Employment > 
I'll  take  care  you  (han't  die  a  Maid. 

Mir.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  ought  to  provide  me  a  Husband  as* 
foon  as  you  can,  for  when  my  Couiin  is  diipos'd  on,  I 
lhan't  care  to  lye  alone. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  Lady  defircs  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Think.  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Corinna,  and  Freeman,  difguitd. 
I  hope  your  Bufinefs  is  with  me  fair  Lady. 

Mir.  It  would  be  but  ill  difpatch'd  then. 

Cor.  I  know  not,  Sir  firft,  1  mud  defire  your  Name : 
Are  you  Father  to  the  fair  Celia  ? 

Think.  Iam,  fair  Miftrefs,  for  Want  of  a  better  5  this  is 
the  Maid  you  name. 

Cor.  My  Time's  but  (hort,  and  what  I  have  to  fay,  I 
muft  difpatch  :  hladam,  you  had  a  Lover  once,  young  Free' 
man. 

Cel.  Had !  ( good  Heaven )  I  hope,  and  have. 

D  1  Cor.  No> 
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Cor.  No,  Bevil  has  bafely  kill'd  him. 

Cel.  Oh,  mifcrablc  Celia !  [Swoons; 

Think.  Look  to  my  Daughter* 

Cor.  Madam,  look  up;  this  great  Concern  he  merits  not, 
'twas  Pity  brought  me  here  to  undeceive  you:  His  Vows, 
and  Soul  were  mine,  intirely  mine. 

Cel.  Why  did  you  call  me  back  to  Life  again,  or  fay,  in 
Pity*  that  you  undeceiv'd  me?  If  you  knew  Freeman  falfe, 
why  did  you  ftay  me?  You  fhould  have  let  me  dy'd,  ic 
would  have  been  more  charitable. 

Mir.  This  muft  be  Malice  fure. 

Cor.  Madam,  do  you  know  this  Ring?  He  gave  it  mej 
snd  told  me  fuch  Things  of  your  tirefeme  Faffion,  as  often 
gave  us  caufe  of  Laughter. 

Mir*  Sure  ali  Mankind  is  falfe. 

Cd.  I  cannot  blame  him,  that  he  lov'd  me  not  when  fo 
much  Beauty  as  appears  in  you,  gave  him  Permiffion  to 
adore  it*,  but  'twas  moft  cruel  to  fport  at  my  Misfortune} 
fee  frouM  have  pity 'd  Follies  he  created :  —  Help  me,  Miranda* 
for  I  grow  faint. 

Think'  Lead  her  in,  and  be  careful  of  her.  — — 

[  Exeunt  Ceiia,  and  Miranda* 

but  Madam.  ~— 

Free.  I  cannot  hold,  I  muft  reveal  myfelf  —  yet  I  will 
have  Patience,  to  fee  the  utmoft  that  this  Devil  aims  at: 
How  miferable  were  it  to  be  Vertuou?,  if  fuch  a  Wretch  as 
this  cou'd  profper/  Oh,  Heaven,  what  Difference  is  in  Wo- 
men, and  their  Life?  What  Msn,  that's  worthy  the  Name 
of  Man,  woud  leave  the  mode  ft  Pleafures  of  a  lawful  Bed; 
Joys  ef  chafte  Sheers  for  theunhealthful  Embraces  of  a  com- 
mon Woman?  [Ajide. 

Think.  Confeft  Madam?  And  to  you?  On  what  Acquain- 
tance, pray  ? 

Ccr.  He  was  in  love  with  me,  and  feeing  no  Hopes  of  gain- 
ing me  whilft  Freeman  liv'd,  he  found  a  Means  to  murder 
him,  then  vaunted  of  his  Villainy  to  me:  Pleafe  you  to  go, 
where  I'll  direct  you,  and  you  (ball  bear  him  cenfefs  the 
Murder, 

Ih'mk.  Madam,  I'll  lofe  no  Time,  but  go  with  you  this 
Minute^  we'll  take  fome  Officers  along  with  us:  If  Bevil 

be 
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be  fuch  a  Villain,  he  (hall  feci  the  utmoft  Rigour  of  the 
Law.  [  Exeunt  Omnes. 

Scene  changes.    Enter  Mrs,  Mixum,  with  a  Punchbowl,  and 
the  Apprentice* 

Wife.  Well  Jarvis,  remember  me  to  your  Mafter,  and 
Miftrefs,  and  tell  'em,  I  acknowledge  the  Receipt  of  this — 
Acknowledge  the  Receipt !  this  'tis  to  have  good  Education, 
and  to  brought  up  in  a  Tavern  j  tho'  my  Husband  be  a 
Cirizen,  ail  uonuon  knows,  I  keep  as  good  Company,  as  any 
She  within  the  Walls.  —  Farewel,  hor.efi  Jarvis. 

[  Exit,  the  Apprentice. 

Enter  Vizard,  drefi  like  a  GoUfmhh's  Appre  ntice^  with  4 
Jole  of  Salmon. 

Viz..  A  fair  Hour  to  you,  Miftrefs. 

Wif.  A  pretty  Compliment  >  I'll  write  it  down:  A  beau- 
tiful Thought  to  you,  Sir. 

Viz.  Your  Husband  and  my  Matter,  Mr.  Gliften>  have  lent 
you  a  Jole  of  frefh  Salmon,  and  they  intend  to  come  both 
to  Supper  prefently,  to  feafon  your  new  Bowl,  Forfooth, 
which  your  Husband  intreats  you  would  fend  back  by  me, 
that  his  Arms  may  be  engraven  on  it,  which  he  forgot  before. 

^//.  Are  you  fent  by  no  Token?  Nay,  I  have  a  Wit. 

Viz.  Yes,  Forfootb,  by  the  lame  Token,  he  was  left  in 
the  Suds  this  Morning. 

Wif.  A  fad  Token,  but  true*  here,  pray  commend  me  to 
your  Mafter  and  Miftrefs,  and  tell  'cm  I  expect  'em  impa- 
tiently :  -  [  Exit.  Viz.  with  the  Bowl.  ]  Impatient  was  well 
again!  Sam9  Sam,  why  Sam,  1  fay. 

Enter  Sam. 
Sam.  Here,  here,  Forfooth. 

Wif.  Come  quickly,  fpreadthe  Table,  lay  Napkins,  and,  do 
you  hear,  perfume  the  Room  a  little,  it  does  io  fmell  of  this 
profane  Tobacco  i  and  i  could  never  endure  Tobacco,  iincc 
Mr .TtckUtext  told  me  it  was  an  Enemy  to  Propagation.*-- 
So,  ipreai  handJomely.        Lord  there  Boys  do  Things  fo 

Arju-yarjte You  lhew  your  Breeding;  So  Methodically  

D  i         "  '  Hum/ 


3* 


A  Wmutrts  Revenge :  Or, 


Hum  /  I  wonder  where  I  got  that  Word.  Oh,  it  was  Si 
John  Em pi y  bid  me  kifs  him  Methodically  j  well  he's. a  fitx 
Gentleman,  and  every  Thing  he  does  is  cxcrementally  iweet 
There's  another  fine  Word-.— Well!  I  have  a  Memory. 


Mix.  Well,  Robin  Mixum,  be  not  difcourag'd,  be  not  dii 
heartned,-  thou  wilt  recover  all. 

Wf.  Oh,  are  you  come  Husband  /  Where  are  they  ? 

Mix.  Hew  now,  how  now,  how  now?  What,  a  Feafl 
going  fcrwards/  And  in  my  private  Parlour  /  Who  treali 
Feg9  who  treats? 

Wife.  Prithee  leave  Fooling,  are  they  come? 

Mix.  Come/  Who  come? 

Wfe.  Lord,  how  ftrange  you  make  it? 

Mix.  Strange,  what's  ftrange  ?  Is  the  Woman  mad  T 

Wtfe.  Ay,  firange  :  You  know  of  none  that  feet  me  2 
Joleof  frefri  Salmon,do  you  and  faid  they'd  come  taSup< 
per  with  me? 

Mix.  Ha!  frefh  Salmon/  Peace,  not  Ij  Peace,  the  Mef 
fenger  has  miftaken  the  Houfe:  Let's  eat  it  up  quickly,  be- 
fore it  be  enquir'd  for:  - — Come,  come,  Vinegar,  quickly. 
Saw.  —  Some  good  Luck  yet  Faith ; —  I  never  tailed  Sal- 
mon that  rehiVd  better  in  my  Life  j  -  well,  'tis  a  rare 

Thin  >  to  feedat  other  Men's  Coft. 

Wife.  Other  Mens  Coft  /  Prithee  don't  turn  Foolj  die1 
*ot  you  fend  this  Salmon  ? 

Mix.  No,  1  fay,  no. 

Wife.  By  Mr.  Ghfien's  Man  ? 

Mix.  1  fay  no. 

Wife.  Who  fent  Word,  that  he  and  his  Wile  would  come 
to  Supper  with  me? 
Mix.  No,  no,  no.  ( Eat s  heartifc 

Wife.  And  hanfel  my  new  Bowl  ? 

Mix.  Hah,  Bowl/  [Lays  down  his  Knife,  and  ft  arts. 
Wife.  And  withal!,  commanded  me  to  fend  the  Bowl  back? 

Mix.  Hah  /  batik  / 

Wife.  That  your  Arms  might  be  put  on't. 
Mix.  Oh  / 

Wife.  By  the  fame  Token,  that  you  were  left  in  the  Suds 
this  Morning? 


Enter  Mr.  Mixum. 


Mix.  Ob,  oh,  oh.' 


Wife 
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Wife.  And  thereupon  I  fent  back  the  Bow!,  — *  nay,  and 
I  bear  not  the  Blame.  

Mix.  And  is  the  Bowl  gone?  Is  it  deliver'd?  Depart- 
ed? Defuna?  Hah/ 

Wife.  Deliver'd/  Yes  (ure,  'tis  deliver'd. 

Mix,  1  will  never  more  fay  my  Prayers  *  -  and  is  the  Bowl 
gone  ? 

Wife.  Gone/  God's  my  Witnefs,  I  delive*'d  it,  with  no 
moreDefign  to  be  cozen'd  on't  than  the  Child  that's  Unborn. 

Mix.  Look  to  my  Houfe,  I  am  haunted  with  evil  Spirits : 
Hear  me,  thou  Plague  to  Man,  thou  Wife,  thou:  If  1  have 
not  the  Bowl  again,  I  will  go  to  the  Devil  j  I'll  to  a  Con* 
jurer,  lock  to  my  Houfe  i  I'll  raife  all  the  Wife-men  in 
London.  [Exit. 

Wife.  Blefs  me,  what  fearful  Words  are  thefe  /  I  hope  he 
is  but  drunk. 

Enter  Vizard,  as  Be/on. 

Viz.  I  mutt  have  my  Salmon  j  I  cannot  afford  the  old  Rogue 
fo  gooH  a  Bit:  I  mult  have  it  to  feafon  my  Punch;  Now 
for  a  Mafter.piece  —  fair  Miftrefs.  — 

Wife.  Oh,  have  I  caught  you  !Sam,  (but  up  the  Doors,&iw. 
.  Viz..  Peace,  good  Miftrefs,  Til  tell  you  all  ,•  a  Jeft,  a  meer 
Jell 5  your  Husband  did  it  only  to  fright  you:  The  Bowl's 
atmyMaitcrs,  and  thither  your  Husband's  gone,  and  has  fent 
me  in  all  hafte,  left  you  fbould  be  over  frighted,  to  invite 
you  to  come  to  Supper  to  him. 

Wife*  Praiie  Heaven  'tis  noworfejbut  he  did  not  do  well} 
1  never  was  fo  fcar'd  in  the  whole  varfal  World  >  he  has  put 
every  Part  about  me  in  a  Conftrllation. 

Viz.  And  he  defires  you  would  fend  the  Salmon  before, 
and  yourfdtf  to  follow  j  my  Miftrcfs  will  be  very  glad  to 
fee  you* 

Wife.  I  pray  take  it>  well,  I  was  never  fo  out  of  my 
'Wits,  in  my  Life  — —  pray  thank  your  Miftrcfs.  [  Exit. 
Viz.  with  the  Salmon.  ]  How  my  Heart" beats  ftill.1  —  Sam, 
fend  Berry  with  my  Hood*  my  Gloves, and  Scarf,  quickly  — 
well,  if  I  had  been  thus  couzen'd  of  my  Bowl,  1  (hould  ne- 
ver have  been  complus  mentus  again. 

Enter  a  Maid  with  a  Hood,  Scarf,  and  Gloves  $ 
and  goes  about  to  put  them  on. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  Mixum. 

Mix.  How  now,  whether  are  you  Jaunting,  ha? 

Wife.  Come,  come,  pray  Leave  off  your  Fooling  5  you 
might  have  made  me  mitcarrv. 

Mix.  What  unufual  Devil  has  poffeft  the  Woman? 

Wife.  Devil,  me  no  Devil,  win  you  go? 

Mix.  Go  !  Whither  ?  In  the  Name  of  Madnefs,  whither  ? 

Wife.  Whither?  Why  to  Mr. Glijien's,  to  eat  the  Salmon*  j 
how  itrange  you  make  of  it? 

Mix.  Your  Meaning  Jade,  your  Meaning? 

Wife.  Lord  blefs  me  /  Die  net  you  fend  for  me,  and  for  ; 
the  Salmon,  by  the  felf-fame  Fdlow,  that  dmc  for  the  Bowl  ?  J 

Mix.  'Tis  well!  Tis  Wondrous  well!  nnd  are  you  ia  J 
your  right  Wits,  Jade?  Are  \ou? 

Wife.  Nay,  if 'you  make  an  Ais  of  me,  I'll  make  an  Ox 
of  you,  I  tell  you  that.  [Extt. 

Mix.  Certainly  [  mud  be  diftra&ed,  or  my  Wife,  - —  or 
both  of  us.  •  Wels  T  11  never  pi  ay  again,  that's  certain'; 
if  Heaven  forget  to  proiper  Knaves,  the  City's  like  to  thrive 
—  I'll  go  hang  mylelf  out  of  the  way. 

Scene  changes.    Enter  Thinkwell,  Corrinna,  and  Officers. 

Cor.  This  is  my  Lodging,  Sir,  where,  if  you'll  pleaie  to 
wait  a  little,  you  (hail  both  fee,  and  hear  the  Truth  of 
what  I've  told  you. 

Think.  Bus  Madam,  did  he  tell  you,  he  had  kili'd  his 
Friend/  tell  you  himfelf.'  that's  ftrange  ? 

Cor.  Sir,  if  you  find  1  wrong  him,  let  me  die  5  he  came 
all  breathlefs,  panting  to  my  Chamber,  his  Sword  all  bloody  5 
pray'd  me  to  conceal  him,  for  he  had  murder'd  Freeman. 
Think.  Under  favour;  what  Quarrel  had  they,  laid  he? 
Cor.  I  innocently  was  the  unhappy  Cauie :  They  lov'd 
xnei  both  were  Rivals  in  my  Favour;  nor  knew  I  which 
my  Heart  inclin'd  to  molt.  Freeman  had  Wit,  Youth,  Gaity, 
and  good  Humour,  was  lovely, well  made, fit  to  engage  aHeart; 
and  Bevil  too  was  handfome,  very  difcrcet,  amorous,  foft 
in  his  Language,  modeft  in  his  Aclions,  and  though  their 
Charms  were  different,  yet  'twas  hard  to  lay  who  was  the 
greater  Conqueror  >  fo  1  by  favouring  either,  made  the  o- 
ther  jealous* 
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Enter  Mother  Griffin. 

M.  Griff.  Well  Daughter*  Bevill  is  come  again,  he's 

upon  the  Stair*. 

Cor.  Prav,  Sir,  retire  with  the  Officers  into  my  Cofer, 
and  you  (hall  hear  he  will  confefs  the  'Murder,  and  having 
Witneis,  you  may  apprehend  him.      [Exeunt,  Think weil, 

and  Officers. 

Enter  Bevil. 

Bev.  Now,  my  Cor  inn  a,  now  my  heavenly  Fair,  I  come 
to  claim  my  Promife.  Oh,  the  exceffive  Joy  that  tills  r»y 
Soul  with  Thoughts  of  my  approaching  Happinefs. 

Cor.  But,"  ftay. 

Bev.  Oh!  do  not  kill  me  with  that  fatal  Word. 

Cor.  Youhavenot  told  me,  yet,  how  you  kill'd  Freeman, 

Bev.  Oh!  name  him  notj  fome  Fit  of  Love,  or  Rage, 
will  feize  thy  Soul,  at  naming  him,  and  ruin  mc 5  my  dear 
Corinna,  Miftrefs  of  my  Soul,  name  him  no  more. 

Cor.  Now  on  thy  Life,  by  all  I  hold  moft  dear,  now  Free* 
wan  is  no  more,  the  Repetition  will  be  grateful  to  me  ; 
Prithee,  hew  fell  the  perjur'd  Man  ?  Tell  it  me  o'er  again, 
and  I'll  reiign  rnyfeif  for  ever  to  thy  Arms, 

Bsv.  Tell  thee,  and  take  thee  /  Would  every  Syllable  be- 
tray my  Life,  I'd  haft  to  utter  it  for  that  Reward  :  I  met 
with  him  in  Somerfet-Houfe  Gardens,  and  upbraiding  him 
of  his  Cruelty  to  thee,  1  took  that  Occafion  to  provoke 
him  unto  a  Quarrel,  which  fucceededj  he  drew,  and  at  the 
Pais,  my  Sword  went  through  his  Heart,  after  that,  I  flung 
his  Body  into  the  Thames,  which  the  Stream  has  by  this 
Time  carry'd  farther  off. 

Cor.  And  you  fhall  die  for  it,  fond,  eafie  Fool. 

Enter  Mr.  Think  well,  and  Officers. 

Think.  Seize  the  Murderer:  Oh,  wicked  Villain,  bafe3  anj 
treacherous 

Bev.  Bafe,  and  perfidious  Woman j  hold  off  your  Handsf 
and  let  ine  ask  this  Devil  why  (he  does  thus. 

Cor.  Oh,  Fool,  that  could'ft  believe  my  Love  fo  flight  to 
let  thee  live,  that  murder'd  him,  I  liv'd  for :  Now  my  Re- 
Tengc  is  finim'd.  Bev. 
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Bjv.  Now,  now,  I  fee  the  ftrong  Deformity  of  finfu] 
Paffion. 

Think.  Come,  come,  Sir,  we  carr  e  not  here  to  talk] 
carry  him  away,  the  Scffions  begins  To-morrow  Mornings 
I'll  get  the  Bill  found,  and  have  you  hang'd  out  of  the  Way, 

Bev.  I  defer ve  this  Ufige,  but  yet  un-hand  me  $  thus  I 
had  been  ferv*d,  had  I  indeed  kiL'd  freeman;  but,  Sir,  he 
lives,  lives  at  his  Goldfmirh's,  one  Gli(len\,  in  Cheapfide. 

Cor,  Hraven!  Lives/  Lives  to  be  married  :  Oh  /  — 

Think.  We  are  not  to  believe  that  3  to  Pnfon  with  hirn, 
till  he  can  prove  this  true. 

Bev*  No  Rudenefs,  I'll  go  unguarded.  To  what  2 
monftrous  Height  of  Wickednefs  is  this  Wretch  arrived  ! 
firft  to  contrive,  and  perfwade  me  to  murder,  and  then  tc 
g!c\  in  betraying  me/ 

Ih'wk.  How,  Sir,  this  Woman  fet  you  on/  Nay,  then, 
pray  Mr.  ConJlaSle,  lay  hold  on  her,  and  fee  her  forth* 
coming. 

Cor.  With  Joy,  fince  Treeman  lives,  and  lives  to  be  per 
jur'dj  no  Matter  what  becomes  of  me. 

M.  Griff.  'Ods  my  Lite,  un-hand  my  Child,  you  rud< 
Cucko  ds  of  Authority,  or  1  (hall  lay  ny  Cane  a-crofs  you: 
fortify \J  Noddles. 

Think.  This  is  the  Bawd,  and  confequently,  a  Principa 
in  the  Murder;  lay  hold  on  her ;  and  if  Freeman  cannot  b< 
produe'd,  you  (hall  be  accountable  for  bis  Blood. 

M.  Grtff  Here's  Doings  —  Help,  help,  I  am  a  Gentle 

woman,  Variets*  — -  oh,  my  Ribs,  oh,  my  Ribs,  

my  Ribs.  [They  force  them  off:  Exeunt  Om 

Scene  changes  to  the  Street]    Enter  Vizard, 
Viz..  No  Prey  ftirring  ?  Sure  the  Devil  is  about  extraor 
dinary  Bufinefsj  for  I  never  yet  had  an  Tnclinstion  to  b 
Wicked,  that  he  was  backward  of  fending  an  Opportunity.- 

Enter  a  Fidler,  with  a  Cloak  on. 

Ha,  here  comes  a  Fellow,  he  looks,  by  his  Cloak,  tohav 
Money  in  his  Breeches  i  I  muft  have  a  Knock  at  his  Pate  t- 
get  into  his  Pocket.   [  Knocks  him  dom 

Fid.  Ob,  oh,  oh ! 

Vtx 
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Viz..  What  the  Devil  have  we  here  /  A  poor  Fidler  /  A 
Pox  on  him,  I  took  him  ror  a  Gentleman  \  I  guds,  by  his 
Profeflion,  he  has  as  little  Mjney,  as  Underftanding,  I 

thought  fo,  —  a  oookeru  sixpence,  [Feels  in  bis  Pocket,] 

a  Piece  of  l<ozm,  <*n>\  tw  >  Yards  or  Catgut,-  —  tut  iet  mc 
fee,  here's  i  Uoak  lor  my  KLnavery.  Takestne  Cloaktand Exit. 

Fid.  O,  Jear  Heart,  the  Kogue  has  kill'd  mcj  he  has  made 
a  fort  Place  in  my  Head*      flop  Thief,  flop  Thief,  flop 
Thief.  [Exit. 
Enter  Mixum,  meeting  Vizard  in  a  Cloak. 

Mx.  Oh,  that  mould  be  my  Arch-rogue,  Vizard, 
have  I  caught  you  at  U0  ?  I'll  make  you  anExan  pie.  — — 

(Takes  hold  of  his  Cloak,          he  ftps  away,  and  lea-vet  th$ 

Cloak  with  M;xum:)  'Odib,  the  Dog  has  flipp'd  out  of  his 
Caie;  but  1  have  a  got  a  goodCloakby  the  Bargain,  that's 
fomewhat  towards  ay  LolTes.  —    (He  puts  on  the  Cloak. 
Enter  Filler,  ^onftable.  and  Watchmen. 

Fid.  Stop  Thief,  (lop  Thief,  —  Ob,  Mr.ConJIatle,  there1* 
the  Kogue,  he  has  got  my  Coak  upon  his  Back. 

Con  Seize  him. 

Mx.  Hjw,  now,  Gentlemen j  what's  the  Matter? 
Con.  W  by,  you  have  robb'd  a  Man  upon  the  King's  High* 


Mix.  Why,  fure  the  Fellow's  a  Fool. 
Fid,  No,  he  is  not,  but  he's  a  Co*(la6le,  and  that's  all  one  j 
that's  my  Cloak,  and  I  will  take  *n>  Oath,  that  you  came 
behind  me,  knock'd  me  down,  and  run  away  with  it  upon 
your  Back  j  and  fo,  Mt*Conilabley  1  charge  you  to  carry 
bim  before  a  Juitice. 


f  Mix.  This  damn'd  Fellow,  Vix.ari%  is  certainly  my  evil 
I  Genius, ----I  (hall  be  hang'd  for  his  Roguery,  now. 


Way. 


Con.  Come,  bring  him  along. 


(Exeunt  otnnes. 


Jkc  End  of  the  Second  Jft. 


ACT  HI. 


*8 


A  Woman's  Revenge :  Or* 


ACT  III. 

Enter  Celia  and  Miranda. 

Cel.  T^^JT,  tell  me,  dear  Miranda,  is  it  a  Crime  to  die, 
when  Life's  a  Torment? 
Mir  Prithee  leave  theie  melancholy  Thoughts,  you  make 
me  fad,  a  Humour,  that  I  hate*  *Shfe,  pine  ror  one  Man  ! 
W  hy,  Girl,  conrider,  thou  art  Young,  and  haft  Beauty  e- 
nough  to  break  half  a  Score  Hearts,  and  attract  all  the  Fops 
in  the  Town  5  then  prithee  afTurne  a  little  Tyranny  it  be- 
comes our  Sex,  and  reiolve  to  revenge  our  Quarrel  on  all 
Mankind, 

Cel.  Oh,  thou  art  happy  ;  would  I  were  unconcerned* 
and  had  even  a  brutal  Temper,  that  no  Misfortunes  could 
deprefs,  or  Happinefs  could  elevate. 

Mir.  Call  you  that  Brutal  ?  Give  me  that  folid  one;  I 
hate  your  thin,  and  unfubftantial  Soul,  that  every  fmall  Af- 
fault  or  Fortune  breaks  through,  and  makes  ridiculous 
Mirth,  or  Sorrow  $  give  me  a  Soul,  a  Humour  that's  in 
Grain,  not  one  that  fades,  Jike  Colours  in  the  Sun,  and 
changes  like  your  Cheeks  5  now  pale,  now  red,  and  tells 
the  World  the  Secrets  of  your  Heart:  But,  I  muft  confefs, 
I'm  griev'd  for  Bevil,  for  you  know  I  love  him  j  yet  not 
fo  much,  to  whine  and  die  for  him  ;  and  his  Misfortunes 
as  a  Friend,  I  feel  not  as  a  Lover,  iince  bis  luconftancy  has 
forfeited  that  Refpecl. 

Cel.  Oh,  Miranda,  thou  ta!k'ft  like  one,  wfcofe  Heart 
ne'er  felt  one  Symptom  of  that  generois  Paflion  5  true 
Love  admits  of  no  Alteration  i  y-t,  when  I  confider  Free- 
man was  falfe,  methinks  1  fhoul   not  die, 

Mir,  Nay,  as  for  that,  I  think  your  are  miftaken  ;  I 
think  him  true  enough,  and  by  what  my  Uncle  has  im- 

form'd 
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formy  rr?,  that  was  one  of  his  incens'd  MiftreiTes,  one  of 
h\s  Fami'y  of  Love,  that  envied  your  Hap-pincfs,  and  con- 
trived this  pureiy  to  be  revenged  on  him,  or  put  you  in 
Di/pair.  NVy  I  believe  Freiman  is  bo:  dead,  nor  can  [ 
think  Bevil  cou  d  he  fobafe,  upon  any  Account,  to  kill  him, 
efpecnlly  on  this,  'twere  a  Difgrace,  as  well  to  his  Under- 
handing,  as  his  Honour;  though,  indeed,  Honour  is  very 
feldom  confuitcd  in  the  Affairs  or  Women,  or  Understanding 
cichtr  ;  if  they  were,  fome  Men  would  be  more  circum^ 
fpcdt  in  their  Intrigues,  than  they  are  now  a-Days,  unlcfs 
they  think  Quairy  a  Sanction  for  Prophanefs  ;  therefore 
be  pacify'd  ;  you  have  not  flept  to  Ni^ht  ;  lit,  and  V\\  ling 
to  you.  (she  fsags. 

CeU  I  cannot  fleep  ;  aTas,  there  is  no  Mufick  like  my 
Sighs.  ( Swoons 

Mir.  Alas,  me  faints,  —.help,  help. — 

Enter  Freeman. 
Tree.  Ry  your  Leave,  fweet  Creatures.  — 
Mir.  Umivii,  Sir,  What  are  yen  ? 

Free.  Or;e  rhat  brings  Comfort;  —  ha,  the  Lady  Dying/ 
Stand  by,  1  have  a  Cordial  in  my  Voice. 

Mir.  Ha  \  Freeman  alive  /  What  Miracle  is  this? 
CH  Ha/  Freemanf  Or  does  my  Senfe  deceive  ire?  Sure, 
I  am  in  Heaven,  and  this  is  Freeman  i  Art  thou  an  Angel  there  ? 

Free.  I  would  not  wifli  it  yet ;  No,  wc  have  an  Age  to 
come,  in  Love,  e're  we  arrive  to  that. 

CeL  Now  1  (hall  die  with  Jcy  ,•  forgive  my  Trahfi 
port,  'tis  theErlecl  of  a  lincere,  and  honeft  Paflion,  which  I 
can  conceal  no  longer. 

Free.  Call  back  tr y  Blood  into  thy  pale  Cheeks,  thou  Mi- 
raclc  of  Woman  :  l-y  all  that's  goid,  1  never  was  if  jufti 
that  Woman,  that  beaufeous  Sinner,  whom  you  faw,  1  have 
been  to  blame  with  J  tut  you  mull  forgive  the  Errois  of 
my  Youth. 

Cel.  i  do,  and  her,  and  mutt  lore  whom  ycu  1c  ve. 
Free.  I  thank  thy  Gcodnds  j  but  it  fhaii  not  need  here- 
jnerl.i  tel:  thee  all,  my  Lite,  but  now  ITU  Time  is  fl  ort,  and 
l  mu.t  vet  lemain  in  tins  DiJ^uife  to  accompiiH.  my  hor.cft 
Befign  on  Bevtl,  for  he  fhill  luffer  to  the  iaft  DeKrci,  jor 
eaving  thee,  Miranda,  for  another. 
Mr.  And,  has  he  been  io  wicked  ? 

E  Free.  Yes  f 
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Frs*.  Yes,  but  is  now  reclaimed ;  I'll  return  thePeniter 
into  your  Arms  again, 

Mir.  Why,  Faitn,  Couiin,  that  is  to  be,  I  do  love  the  Fi 
gitivc,  that's  flat  i  and  it  my  Uncle  pleafc,  wiil  venture  t 
fcike  him,  for  better,  for  worje. 

Enter  Mr.  Thinkwell. 

Think.  Oh,  my  Girls,  i  am  lorry  I  am  the  Meflcnger  < 
fuch  ill  News,  but  you  mult  prepare  y^ur  Hearts  to  be; 
with  it;  poor  Bevil  is  condemned. 

Mir.  I  thought  he  faid  he  would  produce  Freeman,  \ 
Mr.  GHJlen%  the  Goldfmith's  f 

T/ank.  That's  all  one }  when  it  came  to  the  Tcft,  Gllfte 
deny'd  he  ever  faw  him  \  fo  that  his  own  Confcllion  hang' 
hhxi,  without  more  Witaefs  $  and  Bevil,  Coring  ana  tn; 
Mother  of  all  Miichief,  the  Bawd,  were  tound  ^aiKy  of  tn 
Murder:  However,  Til  ule  all  my  latcreit  to  procure  Ravi 
a  Pardon, 

Mir.  Then,  pray,  Sir,  foilicit  this  Gentleman. 
Think,  ria  !  Freemm,  auvc!  May  [  believe  my  Eyes  t 
Free.  You  any. — — 

Think.  O.i,  kiii  me,  «*ifi  m:,  —  kifs  m?..—  But  how 
Which  way?  When?  What?  More?  —  L^rd,  I  am  f 
tranfpjrtcd,  ~ fure  I  am  in  a  Dream  all  this  wnile;  *ci. 
Til  go  back  to  Nevgat*  a^aia,  ani  wake  myieif:  ttac  cnu  6ur 
prize  had  like  to  nave  nade  me  forget,  to  teii  yju  our  Nvi^h 
bour  Mtxwn,  cne  Vautacr,  is  coudemn'd  tor  a  tlooaery,  an' 
leveral  others. 

Free.  Mtxmn  for  \  ilobb^ry!  w*as  it  prov'd  upon  him 
Think.  3y  a  ihi;joy  Sar:  or  a  <eii  «w  ;  bur  ne  i  v  »re  l\amc 
bhufca^ma.t  aim  i 'tis  caou^»t,  however,  vc'U  nave  a  iJdrdan> 
Cioa&  vas  .toicn,  that  G»oaK  vas  caKe.i  20  >  1  is  da:*  i  caeju 
fticc  W45  Jruifc  tnatcom  nitceJ  it  o,  the  Jad^es  ;:*er:,  an 
inHiitc,  the  Jury  a  hua^r/,  *aJ  10  t  ic  i^nav:  was  caltj  bul 
Lord,  to  near  his  wiihes,  nis  .urits,  His  rowers,  and  hi 
Ui-um'd  Zeaij  oy  my  froCa,  they  vauia  nave  nade  a  Cc 
mcdy:  -  tfut,  cone,  let  usaiitu  tit with  Upeditiai 
audreleafe  taepoor  Gcacie  n»>i  it  oca  Uis  arcadldl  Concempi 
uoas  or  Death  and  cheGalows. 

Om.  With  alUur  Hearts,  [ 
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Stent  the  Ont»ftde  of  Newgate  j  a  Box  hangs  out,  and  Pad- 
well,  with  ether  Prifoners  a  Begging. 

y*ck.  Pray,  remember  the  poor  Prifoners,  the  poor  Pri* 
Toners,  prav,  remember;  oh,  oh. 

Tad.  Dam- ye,  for  a  Son  of  a  Whore,  how  fneakinply  do 
you  beg,  Remember  the  Poor,  you  fniveling  Birch  i  is 
that  a  Voice  to  Hive  to  the  Bottom  of  a  Ufurer's  Pockcr, 
ind  fetch  out  his  Money  in  fpite  or  his  harden'd  Heart? 
[Remember  the  Poor/—-  Stand  by,  you  Dog,  and  let  Me 
tcome  *o  the  Grate. 

|r  Jack.  Dear  Heart,  Mr.  Padvell,  methinks  we  fl  ruld 
jhave  little  Stcmach  to  beg,  and  are  to  be  harg'd  within  thefe 
\  three  Heart* 

j  Fad.  Why,  you  whiring  Cur,  then  we  have  the  irere 
iNecd  to  beg,  that  we  may  drink  at  Parting;  Hand  aw?y, 
*and  ohferve  me  row,  with  what  a  laur able  Voice  I'll  rrove 
CompafTion:  •  —  Chriflans,  pitv  the  pcor  Prifoners  of  this 
lloathfome  Dungeon,  ard  it  will  be  reftcr'd  unto  you  Ten- 
ifold  >  drcp  your  Pourty  into  thi5  little  Bex,  the  only  Sup* 
'port,  Relief,  and  Comfort  of  Twerty  pcor  wretched  Souls: 
Woble,  Sir,  remember  the  poor  Priioners. 

Enter  Mr.  Think  well,  ghes  h-Mty,  ard  get t  in. 
iHeaven  reward  your  noble  Charity,  and  reftcre  it  to  you, 
jFortv  and  Forty-foM. 

J    Enter  Freeman,  Celia,  and  Miranda,  they  fut  Money  in 

the  Box,  and  go  in. 
Ha,  Lar'tes,  nail  alighted  /  Moft  beautiful  Ladies,  Difpenfe  your 
r»oble  Charity  amongft  Twenty  mfferable  Wretches,  opprefs'd 
1with  Hunger  and  Cold:  Merciful  and  fair,*  •  pity  the  Miferies 
*of  unfortunate  voung  Men,  whofe  few  (hort  Hours  of  Life 
•they  have  left,  fhall  be  employ 'd  in  Prayers  for  cur  noble  Be- 
'uefa&ors.  —  Ob,  remember  the  Poor;  ha,  'tis  Gold;  nay, 
'row  a  fbort  Life,  and  a  merry  One,  we'll  have  it  all  in  Drink, 
*Boys,  and  when  the  Hours  ames,  r ie  like  Heroes,  fngthe 
fPfalm  merrily,  and  then     behang'd  'till  we  are  fober. 

[Exeunt  from  the  Crate. 
Scene  a  Chamber  in  Newgate.    Enter  Bcvil,  and  Mr. 
Thinkwell. 

Bev.  N*>,  Sir,  I  do  not  blu/h,  nor  are  my  Cheeks  grown 
pale,  though  I'm  condemned  to  die  a  fhamefu!  Death. 
1     Think.  No  Kind  or  Death  is  lhameful  but  the  Caufe. 

E  1  Btv.  W  bich 
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Bev.  Which  I  well  know  isnoucj  but  arc  there  no  Hopes 
of  a  Reprieve  ? 

Think.  Not  the  lead. 

2?ez>.  Upon  my  Honour,  Sir,  Freerna*?,  is  fafe,  I  have  al- 
ready fatisty'd  you,  how  1  came  to  fay  what  1  did,  of  his 
peach,  to  that  fair  falfe  one;  —  lure  fome  Lethargy  has* 
feiz/d  him,  that  he  appears  not,  or  ciie  he's  mad.  It  cannot 
beUnkindnefs,  and  it  would  grieve  you,  Sir,  to  fee  me  die, 
and  after  find  me  Innocent, 

Think.  By  the  Mafs,  and  fo  it  would,  —  but  to  put  you 
•ut  of  all  thefe hanging  Apprebenftons,know  Freeman  isahvc, 
— -  and  here  he  comes,  himleif  to  prove  it. 

Inter  Freeman,  Celia,  and  Miranda. 

Bev.  Ha/  ray  Dear,  unkind  Friend,  have  you  dealt  well 
nvhh  me? 

Tree.  I  was  refoiv'd  1  would  be  quits  with  you,  for  get- 
ting my  Miftrefs  from  me,  which,  by  the  Way,  1  beg  yoa 
would  forgive. 

Bev.  Ha,  Miranda,  here    Which  Way  muft  I  look ! 

Mir.  Nay,  do  not  hide  your  Face,  or  turn  away  j 
I  am  wondrous  glad,  to  know  where  a  Maid  may  find 
you,  when  (he  has  need  of  you;Andtho'  thefe  Chains 
are  fometbing  eafier,  than  thofe  of  Matrimony,  yet  like  a 
malicious  Woman,  1  am  propofing  a  Change  j  what  do  you 
think  of  it  ?  Dare  you  venture  ?  Mcthinks  it  were  no  un- 
grateful Leap,  from  the  Gallow*,  into  a  fair  young  Lady's 
-Arms}  would  you  not  rather  cry,  drive  away  Carman,  and 
ling  your  Penitential  Pfalm  at  the  Gallows,  than  turn  back, 
and  Ly,  for  better,  for  worfe? 

Bev.  And  can  you,  Madam,  except  this  Criminal  inChains  ? 

Mr.  The  fooner  for  that  Reafon,  with  my  Uncle's  leave > 
fcr  I  have  a  good  Hank  upon  you,  when  you  are  Infolent, 
to  upbraid  you  with  the  Flace,  from  whence  I  had  you* 

Free.  He  cannot  but  commend  your  Paflion  for  him. 

Bev.  I  am  afhsm'd  to  be  io  much  oblig'd. 

Cel.  N*y,  have  the  Shame  to  her. 

Mir.  Shame,  I  laugh  at  it,  and  would  have  believed  it 
rone,  to  have  married  Bevil9  under  the  Gallows,  —  there- 
for? take  my  Hand,  and  bind  the  Bargain* 

Fev.  Thou  art  a  r.ob'c  Creature,  and  l  am  thine,  forever: 
Now,  Sir,  I  m.ull  fue  to  you, for  Paidon.  [Tr*  Afr,  Think  welJ. 

Think. 
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Think.  Vay,  PmrefoVd,  I  wil' be  revengM  of  thee,  and 
fmcc  you  efcap'd  the  Hang-man,  you  (hall  be  noos'd  by  the 
Prieft. 

Mir.  ^anein^  and  Marriage,  you  fee,  go  by  Dcftiny. 
Think.  I'll  have  the  Sentence  put  in  Execution  immediately; 
and  the  Ordinary  (Vail  do  the  Bufinefs:  He  can  read  rbcCe* 
remony,  as  well  as  fet  a  Pialm,  and  will  biing  a  Man  to 
Repentance,  as  foon  as  any  one  or  his  Function ;  come,  we'll 
go  down,  and  fee  what  Sort  of  a  Figure  my  Neighbour 
hiixum  makes  under  his  Misfortune,  and  rcleafe  the  two 
wicked  Women ;  and  in  the  mean  Time,  I'll  fend  to  Dofior'*- 
Commons,  for  a  Conjugal  Warrant,  and  commit  you  to  the 
Cuftody  of  Hymen.  [Extant. 

Scene  the  Lodge  of  N'wpate  :  The  Keeper t  calls,  then  Enter 
Coriona,  M$tber  Griffin,  Padwell,  Harry,  Jack,  Tom, 
Mixum,  and  othir  Prifonert  in  Fetters,  and  Mrs.  Mixum, 
snd  an  Acquaintance  of  one  of  the  Prifoners. 

Xeep.  Bring  out  thePrifoners  that  are  orderM  for  Execution* 

Pad.  So,  Mother  Occupy,  you  are  preparing  tor  your 
Journey,  I  perceive  j  arc  )ou  equipt  with  a  Noie-giv,  and 
t  Prayer-Book  ?  W hat  do  you  weep  at,  the  Sins  or  your 
Youth,  or  the  fear  or  a  Halter  r  Now,  if  you  had  kept  within 
the  Bounds  of  your  own  Trade,  fornication,  and  Adultery, 
and  not  proceeded  to  Murder,  )ou  would  not  have  been  ra* 
tigu'd  with  a  Journey  from  Newgate  to  Tyhurn. 

M.  Griff.  Well,  well,  if  I  am  to  be  bang'd,  I  can't  help 
Iti  but  my  Comfort  is,  I  (hail  die  a  good  Protectant,  and 
make  a  very  decent  Fnd. 

Mix.  O  Lord,  little  did  I  think  of  coming  to  this  un- 
timely Death. 

Peid.  Come,  prithee  leave  whining  5  a  Pox  on  thee,  for 
a  Chicken-hearted  Son  of  a  Whore ;  you  arc  enough  to  make 
us  all  Cowards  ;  1  think  'tis  a  great  Mercy,  you  arc  to  be 
bang'd  in  fuch  good  Company. 

Mix.  O  Dear,  how  can  you  talk  fo,  and  are  juft  going 
to  leave  the  World  / 

Har.  Will  no  good  Chriflian  give  me  a  Draught  of  Drink, 
i  am  aimoft  choak'd. 

Pad.  Have  a  little  Patience,  and  you'll  be  quite  choak'd, 
—Why,  what  hatt  tliou  loft  th). Courage  too,  Temi  What 
ttoftthou  cry  for?  S  3  lom,  I 
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Tern.  I  don't  cry  fo  much,  becaufe  I  am  going  tabe 
iang'd  j  but  to  think  1  have  not  Money  to  buy  mc  a  Coffin, 

fad.  Never  trouble  thyfclf  about  that;  my  fond  foolifh 
Father,  has  fent  me  a  Coffin,  but  Faith,  I  have  bit  the  old 
Prig,  and  rave  fold  my  Body  to  a  Surgeon,  and  fo  Til  equip 
thee  with  my  Carrion-box. 

Tom.  Thank  you  kindly,  I  wifh  I  could  do  the  fame  for 
you. 

jicquafo.  Well,  Roger,  I  am  forry  I  can't  ftav  and  fee 
the  laft  of  you,  but  I  wifh  you  a  good  Journey,  tho* . 

FaJ*  Thank  you,  thank  you,  Jack,  I  wifh  you  the  fame 
with  all  my  Heart;  but  do  you,  hear  -y  Pray  remember  my 
kind  Love  to  my  Brother  Sam>  and  be  fare  tell  him  Idy'd 
like  a  Cock,  damn'd  hard.  «— 

Enter  a  Keeper. 

Keep.  Rett's  good  News  for  the  two  Women;  the  Gen- 
tleman who  was  thought  to  have  been  inurderM,  is  now, 
found,  and  is  perfeft  Health. 

M.  Grif.  Ha,  then  I  am  a  Woman  again,  Heaven  be 
thank'd  for  it.  Corinna,  I  hope  no  Body  has  taken  our 
Houfe,  it  flood  rarely  well,  Girl,  for  Bufweft. 

Mix.  What,  and  are  there  no  Hopes  or  a- Reprieve,  forme  ? 

Keep.  No,  Sir,  here's  a  good  Man  come  to  prepare  you 
for  t'other  World. 

M*x.  Ay,  dear  Heart,  then  I  am  in  a  bad  Way,  indeed- 

Jtnftr  Vizard,  as  a  "Presbyterian  Tar/on  ;  Mr.  Thinkwell, 
Freeman,  Bevil,  Celia,  and  Miranda. 

Viz.  Friend,  I  was  acquainted  of  thy  Misfortune,  by  thy 
Worthy,  and  Laboiious  Paftor,  Mr.  Z*chariah  Thumpit, 
who  now  lieth  on  a  tick  Bed,  but  having  a  great  Concern 
for  thy  future  Happinefs,  hath  fent  me  to  give  thee  fome 
v/hokfome,  and  fpnitual  Advice  j  to  be  as  it  were  a  Staff  un* 
to  thee,  for  to  take  a  great  Leap,  ....  a*  rt  were  —  tt  ou 
know'ft  not  whither. 

Free.  Cmnna,  'twas  ridiculous  of  thee,  to  think,  thou 
could'ft  engage  me  ever;  come,  you  muft  quit  all  Hopes  of 
mc  now,  and  this  vile  Creature,  this  old  Beldam,  whoft 
Wickedncfs,  I  believe,  at  firft  debauch'd  thee^  her  thou- (halt 
loriakci  I  think  thou  art,  in  thylelf,  ioracthing  nobler  than 

m  oft 
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Woft  of  thy  Prpfefllon,  how  e'er  thy  Love  to  mc  had  plung'd 
thee  in  fucfa  wicked  Derigns,  which  Providence  has  pre* 
vented*  if  you  think  you  can  for-goe  your  former  Courfe 
of  Living,  1  wilitakc  care  to  provide  for  you  in  a  virtuous 
Manner. 

Cor.  Such  Generofify  mu ft  engage  me$  Tarn  too  fcnil- 
ble  of  my  Misfortune,  though  what  I  did.  it  was  my  Love 
to  you,  urg'd  mc  to ;  however,  I  hope  my  fjture  Peniteace 
Will  enmge  all  your  Pity,  and  your  Pardons. 

Mr.  Mix.  Well,  Husband,  this  is  a  very  comfort  er  Man.  ■ 
Mr.  Mix.  He  is  lb,  but  good  Mr.  Ze*lfir$y  leave  rry  Soul 
9  little  whi'e  to  itfelf,  and  fet  me  have  feme  of  >  our  Coun- 
cil concerning  my  Podv  ;  I  owe  Mr.G///?#»,  iheGoldfn  ith, 
forty  Pounds,aad  fuppofe  now,  vhen  I  am  gohg  ro  Exe- 
cution, he  (houid  be  fo  un-neighbcurly  to  fet  a  Serjeant  oa 
noy  Back. 

ViZi  Ah,  trouble  not  yourfelf,  my  Chrftian  brother,  with 
tranlitory  Things,  but  have  an  fe)c  to  the  main  Chance— - 

f  Pick i  his  Pockets* 

Tree.  See,  Bevil,  the  Parfon  is  picking  the  Fellow's 
Pccke'. 

Bev.  Have  Patience,  we'll  deteel  him  by  and  by. 
Viz.  M  warrant  your  Shoulders,  ■        but  as  tor  your 
Keck,-     •?linius  SecunJus,  or  Marcus  Jullitis  Cicero,  or 
fomebody  hys,  that  a  threefold  Cord  is  harcly  broken. 

Mix.  A  very  learned.  Man,  th  s,  weil,  I  am  not  the 
firft  honeft  Man  that  has  been  hang'd,  and  I  hope  in  Heaven, 
(hall  not  be  the  laft. 

Mrs.  Mix.  Ha,  Husband,  1  little  thought  you  mould  have 
I  had  need  to  have  thought  of  Heaven  fo  foon^ —  Oh,  —  if 
;  you  had  bee'n  hang'd  defervedly,  it  would  never  have  veje'd 
I  mcj  form3ny  an  innocent  Man  has  betn  hang'd  deferved- 
•     fy,  but  to  be  caft  away  for  nothing  j  Oh,  oh,  oh  / 

Viz.  Comfort  your  felt,  good  M  litre  fs,  moderate  Grief  is 
i     decent,  you  will  fhonly  be  a  Widow,  and  I  will  come  and 
vilit  you,  and  give  you  Chriftian  Ccniolation. 

Mrs.  Mix.  Thank  )ou  kindly,  Sir,  you  ihall  be  heartily 
Welcome  to  my  Houfe,  by  Day,  or  by  Night.  —  Bur, 
\     Husband,  pray,  are  we  to  find  the  Halter,  or  they  ? 

Mr.  Mix  O  Woman,  Woman,  why  doit  thou  uSk  fucha; 
i    Queftion?  —  They,  they  to  be  furc. 

Mrs; 
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Mrs.  Mix.  Nay,  I  could  nor  tell,  but  I  brought  one  along 
vith  me,  tor  fear  or" tl  e  wottt,  [  P*fo  *  Halter  out  of her 
Tocktt.]  Oh,  Robin 3  thou  lull  been  a  dear  good  »-iu*band  to 
ttc,  and  I  was  not  willing  you  (hould  want  tor  any  Thing 
I  could  help  you  to. 

Mr.  Mix.  O,  thank  you  kindly,  dear  Pig . 

Mrs.  Mtx.  I  belpokc  it  of  my  Ne  ghoouf  Thong,  the 
Coller-maker,  and  gavebim  adrift  Ciarge  to  make*  ftrong 
one  ;  he  lent  it  >ou  upon  his  Word,  and  laid  he  could  not 
have  made  a  ftronger,  it  it  had  been  tor  his  own  Wire. 

Mr.  Mix.  O  dear,  he's  a  kind  Man,  and  1  am  mightily  be* 
koldtn  to  ail  my  Friends  that  are  to  redely  to  fove  me  at 
this  Time. 

Mrs._Af/x.  O  my  poor  dear  Husband,  I  can't  bear  theLofs 
©f  you,  —  I  (bail,  1  flwi*  break  my  Heart  j  ohf  I  willi,  1 
%vifh  I  were  to  be  han^'d  in  your  Room. 

Mr.  Mx.  Oh,  my  uear>  1  wifh  you  were  with  all  my 
Heart  j  but  I  have  been  a  great  Sinner,  and  can't  exped  iuch 
Mercy*  that  would  be  a  Hippin«is :  —  We.l,  I  do  nere  nuke 
Conreilion  of  aii  my  Sins,  before  thete  good  People,  1  do  de- 
clare,— that  it  I  owe  any  Man  any  Thing,  I  do  heaitily  for- 
give him,  and  if  any  Man  owes  me  any  Thing,  let  him  pay 
my  Wife, 

Viz*  Very  good. 

Mt.  Mtx.  But,  Sir,  there  is  one  Thing  lies  upon  myCon- 
frience  a  little,  1  cant  tell  whether  it  be  a  Sin,  or  noj  you 
muft  know  at  the  laft  Eiedtion  for  the  City,  I  told  my  Vote 
twice  over,  to  both  Parties,  and  poll'd  for  neither,  becaufe, 
I  would  not  diloblige  any  of  "my  Cuftomers,  though,  if  it 
be  a  Sin,  there  are  a  great  many  of  my  brother- Livery -men, 
as  guiiiy  as  myfelf* 

Viz.  Repentance,  Repentance  is  the  only  Thirg. 

Mi.  Mtx.  Uticjeg,  here  are  the  Writings  of  that  Rogue 
FstftrJ's  Eftare,  who  has  brought  me  to  this  untimely  End,— 
dear  Writings  tome:  Takecareot  'cm,  and  now,  good  Yoke- 
fellow, take  Leave  of  thy  honeft  Husband.  * 

Mis.  Mtx.  No, and  pleafe  the  Lord,  Ml  not  leave  you  now, 
I'll  ice  you  nang*d  firft. 

Viz.  Haf  my  Writings,  now  for  a  Trick  of  Dexterity, 
to  retrieve  thofe,  and  1  am  a  Man  again  ■  [Ajtde^ 
But,  Brother,  you  mud  have  been  a  Broacher  of  piophaae 

Veflcls, 
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Vefllls,  you  have  made  us  drunk  witfi  flic  Juice  of  the 
V/hore  of  Babylon  j  for  wbtrea«,  eood  A  c,  Perry,  and  Me- 
theglin,  were  the  true,  antient,  Brtfifa  nnd  Trojan  Liquors. 
You,  have  brought  in  Popery,  metr  Pop^y  JTrrnch,  anJtya- 
nt/h  Wines,  to  the  Subverfion,  Scag^c  nig,  and  Over-throw- 
ing of  many  t  good  Proteftant'Subjeft. 

Free.  Ha,  Mr  Hyprocrite,  have  we  caught  vou  ?  Mixtsm, 
be  has  [Picks  her  Pocket]  pick'd  thine,  and  thy  Wive's  Pocket, 

B?v.  tfy  this  Ligh%  'tis  Vizard  *  Who  coufdhavc  fufpecl* 
cd  a  Rogue  in  this  Habit* 

Free,  Who  could  have  fufpedted  any  Thing  elfe  in  thi* 
Habit?  'Tis  the  toilcrated  Garb  lor  Famiiy-Pick-pockets. 
l  Viz..  Dear,  Sir,  endeavour  to  fave  my  Life,  and"  I'll  ell  all? 

Mr.  Mtx.O  Rogue,  Rogue,  Rcyue/  Why  wou'd  you  hive 
been  fo  wiclud  to  have  taken  away  my  Life? 

Viz.  To  tell  you  the  plain  Truth,  Sir,  I  believe  I  mould 
have  let  you  been  hang'd,  before  1  had  told  of  myfelf ;  But 
confider  you  had  putmc  in  a  Condition  of  hanging,  or  ftarv- 
iflg.  —  [Enter  a  Keeper. 

Keep,  Mr.  M'xum,  here  is  a  Pardon  come  down  for  you, 

Mr.  Mix.  Ah,  Heaven  bcthank'd,  but  now  Rogue,  1  think 
I  have  you  upon  the  Hip. 

Free.  Come,*  Mtxum,  this  good  News,  mould  flop  all 
Refcrirment,  befides,  it  were  a  pity  to  hang  the  poor  Fel- 
low }  conlider,  he  was  born  a  Gentleman,  and  his  Difhonef* 
ty,  was  partly  owing  to  your  own  Knavery  ;  you  unjuftly 
keep  the  Mortgage  of  his  Eftate  from  him*  and  the  Fellov* 
rouft  cat. 

Mr,  Affx.Well,  I  will  not  profecute,  the  Rogue,  thisTime* 
though  I  know  heil  be  hang'd  at  Jaft. 

Viz..  I  thank  you,  Sir,  but  I'll  dilappoint  your  Prophecy* 
if  pofllble:  Dcfperate  Di feafe?,  mult  have  defperates  Cures; 
1*11  e'en  marry,  and  fee  if  that  will  fave  me  from  the  Gallows. 

Mr.  Mix  Say  ycu  fo,  why  then  to  turn  you  heneft,  and 
make  you  Amends  for  the  Injuftice  I  have  done  you,  Ml 
give  you  my  Daughter  for  a  Wife,  and  a  tboufand  Pounds 
to  maintain  her >  -tis  beft  to  capitulate  with  the  Knave,  qr  he'll 
rob  me  of  as  much  as  her  Fortune  comes  to,  and  I  (hall  have 
the  Girl  to  maintain  ftill. 

Viz.  Whar,  lovely  Nancy!  A  warm  Girl,  Faith,  kiflcs  luci- 
oufly  :  Sir,  I  accept  of  your  Propoial. 

Mr, 
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Mr.  Mix.  Then  here1*  the  Mortgage  of  your  Eftate  to  bind' 
the  Bargain;  and  I'll  leave  off  my  Trade,  and  let  thee  up  in 
my  Hcufe  j  your  Reputation  is  good  enough  to  keep  a  Ta* 
vernj  befides,  I'il  get  you  choie  a  Common  Council-man, 
in  a  little  Time,  and  when  you  are  in  the  Herd,  your  former 
Roguery  will  quickly  be  forgot. 

Enttr  a  Keeper. 

Ke<f>  Sir,  the  Licence  is  come,  and  the  Ordinary  waits 
sbove. 

Thifsk.  Come,  young  Fellows,  take  your  Girls  by  the  Hands, 
and  lead  up  to  the  little  old  Gentleman,  in  Black. 

From  this  dire  Place,  many  to  Death  have  gone% 
But  to  be  Marry' d ,  very  rarely  one. 

lev.  Farewel  my  'Troubles,  and  my  Follies  all% 
Reafon  returns,  and  Pll  attend  its  Call. 
Virtue  and  Love  are  now  together  join*d$ 
And  Jhow  me  where,  I  may  true  Pleafure  find  $ 
Thus  all,  who'd  happy  be,  J  here  proclaim, 
Muft  turn  Love's  Converts^  and  their  Vice  r$- 

(  claim* 
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